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CHAPTER I 
INTRODUCTION 
Long, long ago in the imagination of primitive man, 
folk tales originated and were handed down by word of mouth 
from generation to generation. These folk tales were affected 
1 
by the nature of their surroundings, by the linguistic and social 
contacts of its people, and by the lapse of the years and their 
accompanying historic changes. Whatever the original form of 
these tales, the alterations by innumerable repetitions have 
rendered it impossible to trace any one particular author. 
The literature of the people expressed their beliefs, traditions, 
and interests, and reflected their fears and hopes in language 
characteristic of their particular hamlet and province of their 
country. 
Statement of the problem. The purpose of this study 
is to provide a source of Swedish fairy tales and folk-lore, 
collected from the original tales, written in the Swedish 
language and translated into English by the author, without 
embellishments, for the enjoyment of boys and girls and those 
young at heart. 
Definitions of terms. A number of terms appear in 
this study where meanings may on first examination appear 
unclear and confusing. 
Folktale is the term often used to refer to the 
"household tale" or fairy tale, often similar to the German 
Boston Univarsi~y 
~.Cool of Education 
.Librar;v. 
"Marchen 11 , a tale of some leng,th involving a succession of 
motifs. 
Saga is the Swedish expression for a local folktale 
or fairy tale. 
Tomte is the Swedish word for a gnome with a red cap 
and gray clothes. He usually brings good luck. 
Nacken is a Swedish word for a water spirit, usually 
a man accompanied by his fiddle. 
2 
A Type is a traditional tale that has an independent 
existence. It may be told as a complete narrative and does not 
depend on any other tale for its meaning. Most animal tales, 
jokes, and anecdotes are types of one motif. 
A Motif is the smallest element in a tale having a 
power to persist in tradition. In order to have this power, 
it must have something unusual and striking about it. Most 
motifs fall into three classes. First are the actors in a 
tale: gods, or unusual animals, or marvelous creatures like 
witches, ogres, fairies, or even conventionalized human 
characters like the favorite youngest child or the cruel 
step-mother. Secondly come certain items in the background 
of action: magic objects, unusual C1)_stoms, strange beliefs 
and the like. In the third place are single incidents; these 
comprise the great majority of motifs. It is this last class 
that can have an independent existence and that may, therefore, 
serve as a true tale-type. 
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There is a distinction between Tradition and Saga. 
Tradition seems to have to do with facts, usually designating 
some particular spot or region where the incident is said to 
have taken place, often giving the names of the actors. 'lhe 
Saga is entirely free in its scope, as regards the incident, 
and the time and the place of its happening. Frequently, the 
traditions of a people are founded upon ~ctual historical 
occurrences, which, often respected in the naive manner of 
the peasantry, become finally folk lore. A great many are, 
however, drawn from ancient myths, which in time become clad 
in historical garb, and are located in some particular place. 
Thus the traditional folk tale and the saga vary as to type, 
motif, and style. 
Sweden already possesses various collections of 
traditions drawn from the rich treasury of their peasantry. 
Not until recent years has there been an attempt at a formul2.ted 
compilation of Swedish folk-lore. Waldemar Liungman 1f, through 
the archives of the Universities of 1Jppsala, Stockholm, Lund, 
and Gothenburg, has for the first time collected folk sagas, 
classified them, and included the many variations in the 
Swedish language for all the people of the Swedish nation. 
1/ Thompson, Stith, The Folktale. The Dryden Press, New York, 
1946, P• 18. 
CHAPTER II 
HISTORY OF SWEDISH TALES 
11 The Swedes, Norwegians, and Danes y occupy the 
whole o:r the Scandinavian Peninsula, many of the islands in 
the Baltic, and the Peninsula o:r Jutland. To the west, people 
of the same Scandinavian stock are found in the Faroe Islands 
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and in Iceland. These colonies are about a thousand years old, 
and the Scandinavians in the homeland have been settled in their 
present locations since prehistoric times. In spite of important 
differences, both material and psychological, there is a strong 
corrnnunity of tradition throughout this whole area." They have 
a corr@on language, a common pagan religious background, and a 
marked resemblance in customs and beliefs. 
Where the Swedish sagas have come from, how old they 
are, in what countries they have been told, and the time 
element when the saga became the peoples 1 O't-ID story, are 
questions yet to be answered. 
Explanations for the origins o:r folk-tales are debatable, 
but many of them are reenforced by enough reasonable evidence to 
make them seem both plausible and probable. Folk-lorists no1....r 
agree that the folk-tales are created by most people at an early 
beginning of civilization. As tales traveled orally from one 
place to another, from country to country with soldiers, captives 
of war, minstrels, traders, monks, teachers, missionaries, and 
1/Stith Thompson, The Folktale, The Dryden Press, NeVI York, 
1946, P• 18 
scholars, they were passed on by many peoples, greatly Changed 
in the process. Thus there are many variants of the original 
were produced by combined themes of other tales. 
One explanation was the 11 Aryan myth 11 1/ theory hold-
ing that language group was a pure racial strain descended from 
common stock. Some folk-lorists believed that "many of these 
tales preserved remnants of other kinds of religious myths and 
rituals. 11 
May H. Arbuthnot gj points out that another group of 
scholars opposed the "Aryan myth" theory (monogenisis) of folk-
tales coming from a single group. Their theory was one of 
11polygenesis 11 or many origins. 
Of the many varied opinions as to the origin of folk-
tales, Wilhelm Grimm l/ believed that the Ger.man stories did 
not belong to them alone but that they were common property of 
the nearly related Dutch, English, and Scandinavians. Theodor 
Benfey gj saw the origin in India and thought the spread of 
tales westward had taken place through three channels: 
1. A certain number by oral tradition before the 
tenth century. 
2. After the tenth century by literary tradition 
along the lines of Islamic influence, particularly 
through the Byzantine Empire, Italy, and Spain. 
3. Buddistic material through China and Tiber, or 
directly to the Mongols, and from them to Europe. 
1/May Hill Arbuthnot, Children and Books. Scott, Foresman and 
Company, Chicago, Illinois, 1952. 
g./Ibid., p.202 
5 
j/Stith T.hompson,T.he Folktale.The Dryden Press, New York,l946,p. 
b!/Ibid., p. 378 
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Important, as literary vehicles, were the Persian 
Tuti Nameh, Arabic, and possibly Jewish writings. Oral tradition 
also assisted in spreading the tales, especially in Slavic 
countries. 
Andrew Lang 1/ called attention to many primitive 
ideas in modern folk-tales showing that they were survivals from 
a very ancient time. The folk-tale scholar, Walter Anderson~, 
is persuaded that stories usually proceed from culturally higher 
to culturally lower peoples, and cited the Finns Who have receiv-
ed their stories from the Russians and the Swedes. Anderson's 
statement is rather dubious. 
Tales follow the route of travel of the most important 
cultural intercourse, crossing huge stretches of water or direct 
water routes rather than indirect ones by land. Many tales have 
gone from Germany immediately to Sweden without touching Denmark. 
Anderson shows that all kinds of borders hinder the course of 
tradition somewhat - physical, linguistic, religious, cultural, 
and political. 
The oldest animal tales lmown were the Sumerian and 
Babylonian from 3000 B.C. They were known also in Greece through 
Aesop and his fables about 550 B.C. and probably stemmed from 
Phygia in Asia Minor. Later traces of animal tales were found 
in the French language. About the year 900, Latin tales appeared 
at Ghent, as for example the "Ysengrimus. n Not until the 
1J Op. cit.,-p. 380 
g/ Ibid., P• 483 
thirteenth century was an English poem called, nor the Vox and 
of the Wolf 11 translated into Swedish. 
Gesta Nomanorum, even though it didn't contain many 
animal tales, contributed Latin tales translated into Swedish 
about 1483. Luther collected fables that were also translated 
into the SwediSh language in 1603. 
From India came the Jataka Tales, and Panchatantra, 
a Sanskrit collection of fables, The King-Book of Persia, The 
Thousand and One Nights fram Arabia, Basile's Pentramerone -
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all became sources of many a saga. Perrault's fairy-tales were 
translated into Swedish by 1701; then the Grimms Brothers' tales 
were translated in 182L~. 
In Sweden, the rarer printed books and manuscripts of 
tales, especially the great tales collection of Hylten-Cavallius 
which has remained unpublished for three quarters of a century, 
have begun to be issued by the Gustaf Adolf Akademi under the 
title of 11 Svenska Sagor och Sagner. 11 .1/ 
The Swedish Archives have a large number of correspon-
ents from the various neighborhoods over the country. To these, 
instructions are sent periodically and a close check is kept on 
their activity. They are paid according to their experience and 
the value of their services.gj These archives are scattered in 
four centers; Uppsala, Stocldlolm, Gothenburg, and Lund Universities 
They are excellently arranged and competently manned, in many ways 
serving as models to other countries. 
1/ Op. cit., p. 405 
gj Ibid. , p. 410 
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CHAPTER III 
COMPILATION OF SWEDISH TALES 
WHEN THE VALBO TOMTE DISAPPEARED * 
Eastward toward the mountain opposite the little 
town of Skre lay another town called Valbo. It had also the 
snowy mountain tops towering above it, but it lay below the 
tree line so that if one wished to reach the mountainous area, 
one must venture through a dark forest. 
The people in Valbo were obstinate and thriving. 
During a few hundred years, the homes had been handed down 
from father to son. Hay and grain were plentiful in the barns. 
Up on the mountain side, the farmers had their own chalets and 
the sheep, cows and goats pastured there in the summer. The 
Valbo farmers thought much of themselves. They looked down 
with contempt upon the poor people in the surrounding area. 
The young man who became interested in a young girl in the 
town had better forget he had a heart or forever leave his 
home town. 
9 
It was about ten o'clock one clear autumn evening that 
the full moon shed its bright light over the mountains so that 
they were trimmed in silver. At intervals, small white 
shimmering clouds sailed slowly between the moon and the 
glittering mountain rim. Below lay the large forests wrapped 
in thick darkness, and in the valley, deep under the town, 
roared the stream like a pulse beat in nature's great and deep 
quiet. 
In the town nearly all had retired, except here and 
* Roos, Mathilda, Fr£n Norrskenets Land, Sagner och Tilldragelser. 
Stockholm, 1897, p:-!46 ----
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there a light flickered from the window of the houses. But 
over the road that went directly through the town, the clear 
moonlight fell on a small figure, hardly a foot high, in a red 
cap and wearing a white long beard, who stepped stealthily along 
near the houses. 
It was the Valbo tomte who busied himself around the 
town. Everyone knew him, even the children had seen a glimpse 
of his red cap several times in the evening from behind the 
house corners. And everyone was glad when he saw the tomte 
because they knew that it meant good luck. They knew that he 
meant well. For many, many years back, he had lived in the 
town and from father to son, it was told how the barns were full, 
how the cows were milked, how the cows and pigs lived because 
the little Valbo tomte drew with him good luck and prosperity. 
If the day came when the tomte disappeared when no one could 
tell that he had seen the little white beard peek into the stall, 
then sorrow and complaint would fill the town for they then 
knew hard times would come. 
Everyone knew that the little tomte felt at home 
with them. Never did they forget to set out a bowl of porridge 
at Christmas time or Easter. Never did they throw hot water 
outside their door because they knew the tomte wouldn't like it. 
When they had eaten, they saved a little on their plates for the 
tomte. Yes, it became a custom here never to eat so that the 
plate was really empty; so if anyone asked why, the answer was, 
11 There must be a little for the tomte , too." 
11 
Slowly the little white beard scampered on the 
moonlit road where the sharp shadows fell from the house gables. 
They were old friends, he and the moon up there. Hundreds of 
years had gone by, generation after generation had passed, but 
the same moon shone over the mountains, and all the while, the 
tomte busied himself after all the people had retired for the 
night. 
Cautiously, he opened the door to Lars Anders' cow 
shed and looked in. A soft bellow was heard as if the cows were 
dreaming. The chickens were asleep in the roost with their 
heads tucked under their wings, while the cat meowed and rubbed 
himself against his legs. He nodded and stroked his beard with 
satisfaction as he stood there in the doorway and the moon threw 
a small stream of light across the shed floor. 
From there, he went to the neighbor, Per Niklas' 
house, raised himself on tip-toes and looked in through the 
window. Inside glowed the coal in the stove, father lay sleeping 
in the big bed, but mother and the daughters were sitting there 
spinning by the faint light. One of them sang softly, 
The full moon shines in the sky 
Quiet are all in the towns 
The night will come for sure 
Be near us, 0 Lord Christ. 
The tomte smiled and blew on the window pane. " What 
was that ?" whispered the mother and looked up from the spin-
ning wheel, "Did you hear something near the window?" 
" It must be the tomte who wants something to eat," 
answered one of the girls as she got up, put some porridge 
on a plate and placed it out in the vestibule. 
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11 God bless the little man, 11 said the mother. 11 It 
has always been so that when autumn came and darkness fell, he 
went around seeing that the lights were out and all was quiet 
for the night. We also must go to bed. 11 
So saying, she set aside the spinning wheel and in a 
short while everyone was asleep in the Per Niklas household. 
The little tomte crept precautiously up the stairs, 
emptied the porridge into his leather pouch he had hanging on 
his belt and went on. 
He came to Mathias, Jons, and Nils Mansons, and the 
rest of the farmers in Valbo. He was prying everywhere in cribs 
and stalls, in barns and cellar holes, and if he saw that the 
servants were sleeping instead of dipping tallow, he w011ld blow 
on the window pane 1.mtil they would wake up thinking it Has 
the master who was blustering. Then the light went out and 
instead, the moonlight stole through the dismal panes. 
When he saw that all was quiet in Valbo, and that 
the night's rest had settled over tired limbs and minds, he 
left the town and was off to the forest to visit his uncle who 
lived on the other side of the mountain. For it was only at 
night when peoples' eyes are closed, when tomtes and trolls are 
out, that they can endure the light of the stars and the moon. 
During the day they disappear and no one knows their hiding 
place. 
The path on which the tomte walked, led through a 
forest of interspersing fir trees, wild thick snares and leafy 
trees, mostly aspen. Now in the October evenings, the aspen 
trees stood almost leafless with the moon shining through the 
naked branches that had a yellow turning leaf hanging here and 
there. But the ground Has strewn with fallen leaves that 
slowly rustled under the tomte•s small light steps. Once in 
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a while, the forest became so thick that the moonlight could 
hardly steal between the dark firs; then again the forest thinned 
out and the moon came forth large and bright over the mountain 
summits illuminating the road with yellow autumn leaves and the 
little red capped man who walked along. 
A pleased glint gleamed in his friendly eyes and ever 
so often he nodded and stroked his beard with satisfaction. He 
thought about Valbo and how everything was arranged for the 
farmers there; how crops were harvested without rain so that 
the barns stood full up to roof tops; how mother Sissel's cow 
had a calf that gave so much milk that she had never had so 
large a supply of butter and cheese in the house; how Per 
Niklas sold his foal; how mother Dord•s sow had nine pigs and 
all of ~hem lived. 
The little white bearded tomte felt so happy concern-
ing the progress of the Valbo people. He wished them well 
because he felt they were such good and friendly people who 
thought so kindly of mnall folk such as he. There were so 
many people who laughed at him, many who thought it all 
foolishness to believe in trolls, tomtes, and elves, and 
other small folk in the forest. Many never believed that in 
the unseen, there were many wonderful things from which man's 
destiny is woven. Luck is exchanged for misfortune, joy for 
sorrow, riches for poverty. But nobody knows how it happens. 
It is the small things that blend the warp and woof, the little 
things that make the weave light or dark. 
While the tomte walked along and thought of the wonder-
ful things he had seen in his life and looking up at the moon 
shining through the leafless trees, he didn't notice a trap 
that lay in the road, a trap that a Valbo farmer had set out 
to catch birds in the forest. He didn't notice anything until 
a large heavy stock suddenly fell down on his one foot and nailed 
him to the ground. 
The little tomte gave a cry and his face twisted in 
pain. Moaning, he bent down trying to lift the stock, but it 
was too heavy for him. As much as he strained, he was unsuccess-
ful in freeing his crushed foot. Neither could he pull his foot 
loose, for it was too painful, so he had to stand there hour 
after hour in the cold autumn night. 
While he stood there, toward midnight, heavy clouds 
sailed across the moon so that it became pitch dark in the 
wild, deep forest, the quietness disturbed only by a mysterious 
noise among the evergreens, or the owls crying in the naked 
aspen trees. He thought of the birds, the blackcocks, for 
which the people had set a trap. He thought of how free and 
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glad they flew up against the walls, how lightly they ran along 
the forest path between bushes and tares, and how the horrible 
trap could have fallen down upon them so that they would have 
to stay there the whole night tormented and limbless, to see 
the sun rise, hear their relatives rejoice in a new day, while 
their crushed wings beat their last fluttering wing-beat. 
And then he thought of the people down there, the Valbo 
farmers to whose homes he had drawn much happiness, pleasantry 
and prosperity. He thought of how calm and peaceful they now 
slumbered while he stood there suffering all the qualms that 
had been suffered thousands of times before him, even though 
the forest concealed the secret. His face with the long beard 
and piercing eyes that so recently looked friendly and pleased, 
took an evil revengeful expression and he shook his fist toward 
Valbo. 
Meanwhile, dawn came and life began to stir in the 
forest. It snapped among the branches; the woodpeckers beat 
against the tree trunk; here and there an exceptional twitter 
was heard in the forest. The owl's hoot had long ago ceased; 
darkness waned and became lighter around the mountain tops. 
More and more the morning light neared when all tomtes and wee 
folk must disappear. Over the mountains shone a red flaming 
light that with every second grew larger. Tvro blackcocks flew 
out of a tree and disappeared with a whining sigh from the 
forest. From the heights, one could hear the tones of the 
shepherd girl as she called her flock. 
16 
The poor tomte shook rrom cold and pain. A deep 
heavy sigh heaved from his breast. So he bent down, pulled with 
a sharp cry, his leg and left his bleeding foot under the stock. 
He hopped on one foot to a large stone under which he was to 
disappear. He raised himselr up, lirted up his race ru11 or 
sorrow and pain and shook once again his fist against Valbo 
town over which the sun now glowed and where the roosters began 
to crow. 
Since then, no one has ever seen the tomte in Valbo. 
It is told that a farmer round the little crushed root under 
the trap log, and inhabitants believe themselves that their 
snares killed the little man who brought them good luck and 
happiness. Some state that they have heard sighs and moans on 
autumn nights rrom the large stone. Two Valbo girls came 
running one evening from the rorest path and related that they 
plainly heard the cries rrom the tomte stone, u Oh, my root, 
my foot." 
Now it is many years ago since the people up here 
heard or saw anything or the Valbo tomte. Happiness and 
prosperity disappeared from the town rrom that time on when 
the little mutilated man crept under the large stone. 
Note: The story or tomtes is still told today, especially at 
Christmas time and at Easter. There are colloquial expressions 
regarding the tomte. If anything is done in an unusual manner, 
it is said that the tomte must have had a hand in it. 
1.7 
TROLLS AT DORABARGET ~~ 
On the old estate , Sommenas, in Tiderums parish, a 
clock was used by which the working people gathered for meals, 
a custom in similar places. But it happened after many years, 
that the appetite of the servants could never be satisfied; 
therefore they constantly complained of hunger and insufficient 
food, although the master really did arrange for liberal 
preparations. 
Under these circumstances, one day at noon, a cotter 
found himself on the famous Dorabarget, a hill, located on the 
Ifranas estate in Malgasanda parish, and descending in Sommen 
with a steep road on which there appeared a likeness of a door 
with a lock. ~~en the bell for meals rang out, he heard from 
inside the hill a violent din and running, from without, cries 
of many voices, 11 Where is my cap? Where is my cap? Where is 
my cap? 11 'The cotter himself began also to run to and fro, atop 
the hill with the same question to which a voice from inside 
the hill answered, " You can take grandfather• s cap, 11 which 
at the same time was thrown up to him. After he put it on, he 
saw a whole row of trolls streaming out, big and small, all 
dressed in their caps that made them invisible, and in their 
company he ran over the ice across the bay to the field where 
* Hazelius, Artur, Fosterlansk Lasning. Stockholm , 1869 
p. 14.2 
each of the trolls stood near the table guests, and snatched 
both food and drink as fast as it was placed to the lips. So 
the cotter, through his experience related this occurrence to 
the master and left him the cap through which he himself was 
18 
able to look at his uninvited guests. The master removed the bell 
that lured forth the trolls. 
Meanwhile, the starving trolls set up a great lament 
because of the silent bell. The cotter stood on the hill in 
wonder bemoaning the fact that the bells no longer rang at 
the estate. 
Note: This traditional tale was told in the province of 
Ostergotland. The hill can still be seen and is pointed out 
to visitors. 
THE LAD IN THE EAGLES' NEST * 
There was once a poor couple who had a little boy 
whose name was Truls. They couldn't afford a nurse-maid for 
him, so when they went to work they took Truls with them and 
wrapped him in a sheepskin so that he wouldn't fre~ze. The 
father had made a basket of birch-bark for him, and in it lay 
little Truls. Therefore the neighbors called him Truls-Birch-
bark-basket. 
One day when the parents were out working in the 
field, they had laid Truls in the birch-bark-basket along the 
clean field, when all of a sudden they saw a very large eagle. 
They tried several ways to frighten the eagle off, but it took 
their little boy and flew away with him far, far away to its 
nest high up on a mountain, and there dropped the boy among 
19 
five eaglets. When the big eagle had flown off, and the eaglets 
wanted to start to eat Truls, they came upon unexpected 
resistance. Truls beat at them with his chubby fists so that 
the eaglets became frightened and didn't dare to touch him • 
But when the two old eagles came, it was Truls' turn to be 
afraid, and he crept away inside the nest and hid behind the 
small eagles. Time went on and he grew to be a big, strong 
boy. Soon the eagles deserted the nest, but Truls and the five 
* Liungman, Waldemar, Sveriges Samtliga Folksagor. Stockholm, 
1954, Volume I, p. 223 
young ones remained. They flew out of the nest and found 
food for themselves and Truls, and so, many years passed. 
Truls decided then that he and the eagles should 
see the world. he had gone with them many times on short 
rides on their backs, but now they were going on a long 
journey. They flew off and came to a palace with a roof that 
glistened in the sun. There they stopped to rest a while. 
Truls walked back and forth on the roof and found a door. 
Through that door, he got into the palace and into a room 
filled with clothes. There he put on real clothes because the 
sheepskin was almost worn out; and so he went out and met a 
servant on the stairs who thought he was a foreign prince. 
Truls asked to meet the king, but the servant said that both 
the king and queen were in deep sorrow. They had an only 
daughter and a mighty giant who lived a distance away from 
the palace, stole her. He had locked her in his castle and 
no one could approach her because there was a deep and wide 
moat all around the castle. He had surrounded it with a 
continual burning fire so that no one could cross over. 
11 I will save the princess, 11 said Truls. 11 You can 
tell that to the king and queen, but I have five eagles on the 
roof and they need raw meat and water. After that they will 
surely save the princess from the giant." 
When the eagles had got what they wanted, they flew 
with the boy to the giant's castle. But the giant stood 
building and stoking a fire so that he didn't notice that they 
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had landed on the roof. Truls could therefore, go down and search 
for the imprisoned princess, and when he came to a door that was 
securely locked, he understood that she must be there. She 
became so overwhelmingly happy when she heard it wasn't the 
giant, and later Truls told her that he wanted to save her but 
he must first get water for the eagles. He successfully opened 
the door and after they had fetched water from the well, they 
went together up to the roof. 
When the eagles had had their fill, they were off with 
Truls and the princess on their backs; but as they flew away from 
the castle, the giant saw them. He took a huge tree to throw 
after them but missed his footing, and both he and the tree fell 
into the flames. But thanks to the huge tree, the fire roared 
and a mass of sparks and smoke arose so that both the birds and 
those who sat on their backs nearly choked, but as it happened, 
they fortunately arrived at the home of the princess singed 
and tired. 
The king and queen immediately wanted Truls and the 
princess to celebrate their wedding, and Truls became regent, 
and all were so happy and joyful that they were rescued from 
the mean giant. The eagles accompanied Truls constantly whether 
he rode or walked. 
But one day, he and the princess were going to tour 
his country. As usual, the eagles flew with them, and suddenly 
there was a shot. One of the eagles fell down dead. Truls 
became very angry and ordered the man who had killed one of his 
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dear eagles, to be brought before him. 
11 Yes, the prince must pardon," said the man. "I 
hate everything connected with eagles. I had an only son, a 
little clever fellow. Truls was his name, and he was the dearest 
we owned. One day an eagle came and took him and flew away with 
our dear boy, and since then have we never seen him. Therefore, 
it is no wonder that I kill every eagle I see. 11 
11 Then," said Truls, "I am your son, for an eagle took 
me when I was little and carried me to its nest high on a 
mountain top and there have I grown up together with my dear 
eagles." 
So Truls• father and mother moved to the castle the 
giant had owned, and both were so happy that their Truls was 
alive and all had gone well with him. Truls became king when 
the old king died and was honored and revered by his whole 
kingdom. 
Note: The word "and" is primarily used for emphasis. It also 
was the much overworked word for an oral story-teller in 
early times. 
THE CROCK OF DOUGH 
There was once a pedlar who was out wandering with 
a box on his back and he had his boy with him. It came to be 
towards evening and they began to look about for their n~ght's 
lodging. Suddenly, they came to a cottage. They both went in 
and asked to stay. The old woman of the house said she had no 
room for them in the cottage but they could stay in the small 
hut if they wanted to. 
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11 But the place is haunted there," said she, 11 so that 
isn't advisable to stay." The pedlar answered that he wasn't 
afraid even if the Evil One himself and his grandfather came. 
The pedlar and his boy went to the talked-of hut 
and went to bed and soon they were snoring soundly. On the 
ceiling between a pair of beams, on a shelf, the old woman had 
put her dough to raise. It was raising, raising and all of a 
sudden a daub slapped to the floor. The pedlar awoke and lay 
there listening. Then another daub slapped down. The pedlar 
became frightened and woke the boy. 
" Say your prayers, lad, say your prayers! Shame is 
in this house," he cried terrified. The lad began to say, 
" Our Father ••• 11 
"No, lad, 11 said the pedlar, " say it faster, for it 
* Liungman, Waldemar, Sveriges Samtliga Folksagor. Stockholm, 
1954. Volume II, P• 447 
must go faster if he is not to take us." At that very moment 
a large clump of dough slapped the pedlar right in the face. 
" I have quarreled with the devil many times but never 
has he spit on me before," cried the pedlar scared out of his 
wits. 
Both ran to the door as fast as they could, and the 
pedlar slammed the door in a terrible hurry, but nothing worse 
happened than the coat tails caught fast. 
Now the pedlar thought that Shame had him, but he 
made a desperate attempt to save himself and pulling out a 
knife, cut off his coat tails. Then they ran as fast as they 
could and told of what they had seen, but the old woman was 
much wiser and thought of her dough. Then she went to look. 
When she saw the coat tails, she thought it was very amusing. 
The pedlar and his boy were not a littles baffled when the old 
woman took them and showed them what their 11 Shame" looked like. 
Note: Humor in the every day life is part of all people. The 
old woman often has a part in the traditional tale. 
THE FLOATING STONE i~ 
A good old king reigned over a large kingdom. He 
had an only daughter, lovely as the day and good as 'an angel. 
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The queen died while the princess was small, and she was brought 
up by a distinguished, sweet lady who taught her everything good. 
The king now in his old age wanted to wed and took a queen from 
another land. She was both domineering and evil, and she had 
one daughter who never dared pretend anything but that she was 
like her mother; really she was good and kind, although very 
homely. Both princesses became the best of friends, but never 
dared to display it because the queen couldn't stand her step-
daughter and tried in every way to hurt her, slandering her 
constantly. The king was distressed but couldn't do anything 
about it as he was too old. It went so far that the queen 
locked her step-daughter in a tower and forbade even her own 
daughter to visit her there. But the daughter went any way as 
often as she could to her unfortunate sister, carrying good 
things to eat and comforted her. 
One day the queen walked down to the ocean near the 
castle. There on the shore lay a large stone or rock. She 
decided to have it hollowed out in order to later imprison the 
step-daughter and sink the stone. She talked it over with her 
daughter and was glad about the decision, and, even she said 
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she was pleased with the plan. She even offered to conduct 
the work. 
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11 I shall drive the workers, 11 said she,"so they will 
work quickly." Her mother must not show herself there because 
of evil tongues. The queen, who thought her daughter hated the 
step-daughter as much as she, agreed to the terms. The work 
began and the princess came daily, and, as she was respected 
by the workers, they did all as she wanted. The stone was 
hollowed out into a large room with a little stove and one 
window. In all secrecy, furniture and bedding were carried to 
the stone. Food and other necessities were also taken to the 
stone, enough to last for several years. When all was ready, 
she said to the queen, 11 Now the workers have made a big hole 
in the stone so that we can put her in and you and father can 
see from the windows how the stone sinks. I shall fetch her 
myself and see that it will be done correctly." 
The queen was very happy with her daughter and SHid, 
" NOl!J' you will be sole heir." The princess went after her 
step-sister and two guards followed. Arriving at the shore, 
both sisters got into the stone, locked themselves in and the 
guards pushed the stone into the water. The stone floated and 
a strong current pushed it from the castle. The queen was 
horrified when she saw the stone float away, and called 
angrily, 11 What is this? The smallest stone sinks, but this 
large one that is so much heavier, floats." 
u That depends," said the old king who lmew about 
the affair, 11 on your evil plot that didn't work out. Your 
ovm. daughter is also inside the stone." 
When the stone with the two princesses reached some 
distance away, they fell on their knees and thanked God. The 
stone floated further and time passed. Both girls read and 
worked. They had light from the window in the roof. They 
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saw only the heavens, nothing else. After a long time the food 
came to an end, and they decided to open the door and let the 
wa~er stream in so that the stone should sink. They opened 
the door, fell on their knees and were prepared to die, but 
the stone had stopped altogether close by a green meadow. 
They stepped out. Fruit, flowers, and birdsong greeted them. 
They picked ripe fruit and every day they sat a while in front 
of the stone. 
One day they heard the barking of dogs and saw at a 
distance, two young stately men with guns and dogs. They came 
nearer, and although both girls hurried inside the stone, they 
were seen by both cavaliers. 
" Did your majesty see? 11 said the chamberlain to his 
young king. 
11 Of course," said the king, 11 we will look after 
them. They were real pretty. 11 
Later the king and his chamberlain kept themselves 
hidden nearby in the bushes. The two princesses didn't dare 
venture out, but finally they did in order to get food and 
water. Just as they appeared, the king hurried forward and 
took hold of them and said, n Now you are caught." 
They talked of how they happened to be in the stone, 
but how long they had been there they didn't know. The king 
took them to his palace. There they received lovely clothes, 
and no one had ever seen such lovely girls before, for you 
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see, the daughter had become just as beautiful as the step-
daughter. It was the step-daughter that the king wanted for his 
wife, and the chamberlain took the other one. 
Later, a double wedding was arranged. The old king 
and the evil queen were also invited. They didn't recognize 
their daughters. -When the feast came to an end, the young king 
said that he wanted to tell a story. Then he told of the 
predicament of both princesses. 
11 What punishment should be meted out to such a 
step-mother?" he asked the queen. As if she didn't think he 
meant her, she answered quickly, " Well, she should be boiled 
in tar." 
" So you have judged yourself, .for it was you I 
meant," said the king. 
But both brides had his promise that the queen 
would have no other punishment except shame. The good old 
king wept for joy because both daughters had fared so well. 
Note: It is a characteristic of the Swedish people to be 
forgiving. In the province of Smaland, this fairy tale was 
told by one of the natives. 
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OLD HOP GIAN~ 
Once upon a time there were two neighbors, one of 
them rich, the other poor. They owned a large meadow Which they 
were supposed to mow together and then divide the hay. 
But the rich neighbor wanted the meadow for himself 
alone, and told the poor one that he would drive him out of house 
and home if he did not come to an agreement with him, that which 
ever one of them mowed the largest stretch of meadow land in a 
single day, should receive the entire meadow. 
Now the rich neighbor got together as many mowers as 
he could, but the poor one could not hire a single man. At last 
he despaired and wept because he did not know how he could manage 
to get so much as a bit of hay for the cow. 
Then a large man slipped up to him and said, "Do not 
grieve so, I can tell you what you ought to do. When the mowing 
begins just call out, 1 Hop Giant • three times in succession 
and you'll never be at a loss, as you shall see for yourself." 
And with that he was gone. 
The poor man 1 s heart grew less heavy, and he gave up 
worrying. So one fine day his rich neighbor crune along with no 
less than twenty farmhands and they mowed down one row after 
another. The poor neighbor did not even take the trouble to 
begin when he saw how the others took hold, and that he himself 
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would not be able to do anything alone. 
He then thought of the big man and called out, nHop 
Giant." But no one came and the mowers all laughed at him and 
mocked him thinking he had gone out of his mind. Then he called 
again. Just as before there was no hop-giant to be seen. The 
mowers could scarcely swing their scythes for they were laughing 
. 
fit to split. So he called for the third time, "Hop Giant." 
Well, there appeared a fellow of truly tremendous size with a 
scythe as large as a ship's mast. 
Now the merriment of the rich peasant's mowers came 
to an end. For when the giant began to mow and fling about his 
scythe, they were frightened at the strength he put into his 
work. Before they knew it, he had mowed half the meadow. 
The rich neighbor now flew into a rage, rushed at the 
giant and gave him a good kick. But that didn't help him. His 
foot stuck to the giant who no more felt the kick than if it 
had been a flea and he kept on working. The rich neighbor kept 
kicking to get free and gave the giant a kick with the other 
foot. No~ this foot stuck fast and there he hung like a tick. 
Old Hop Giant mowed the meadow and then flew into the air, and 
the rich neighbor had to go along hanging to him like a hawk. 
So the poor neighbor was left sole master of the place. 
Note: The story originated in Dalsland where the pagan belief 
in giants was woven into the stories told their people. 
THE MAIDEN AT HELLERUP * 
On the estate or Hellerup in Ljungby Village many 
years ago, there lived a family that had a daughter as remark-
able £or her mildness as her beauty and her understanding., 
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One night, when the young girl was awake watching the 
moonbewns playing on the £loor of the room, the door opened and 
a little tomte dressed in a gray jacket and a red cap stepped 
silently toward the maiden's bed. 
11 Be not afraid, merciful maiden, u he said looking at 
her in a friendly way. "I have come here to ask you a favor." 
"Gladly, if I can," anS\-¥ered the maiden, who had 
recovered from her fright. 
"Oh, that you can do very well," said the tomte. "I and 
my own people have for many years lived under the floor o£ the 
kitchen, just where the water barrel stands. Now it is old and 
leaky and we are plagued with rain coming in and besides, the 
servants spill water so that it is never dry in our home." 
"There will be help £or you tomorrow," promised the 
maiden, whereupon the tomte made a graceful bow and disappeared 
as quietly as he had come. 
The following day the barrel was removed at the 
maiden's command and the tomte 1 s gratefulness was soon revealed. 
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The porridge was never burned, a glass or plate was never 
broken, and if the servants had early duty, they were awakened 
at a given stroke of the clock. 
Sometime there after, the tomte stood again one night 
at the maiden' s bedside. 
"Now I have a request that your goodness will not 
turn down." 
"What is it, then?" asked the maiden. 
"Do me and my household the honor this night to be 
godmother to my newborn daughter. 11 
The maiden stood up, dressed herself and followed her 
guide through a maize of halls and rooms that she never knew 
were in the house, and finally stopped in the kitchen. Here 
she found a group of small folk, pastor and godfathers. There-
upon the little one was baptized in usual Christian way. 
When the maiden was leaving, the tomte asked permission 
to lay a gift in her apron. Whatever she received looked like 
wooden slivers and shavings but She showed her gratefulness and 
was led back through the winding passage to her room. Just as 
the tomte stood ready to leave her, he said, "If we should meet 
again, and that we will, remember not to laugh at me or at any 
of us. We hold your mildness and goodness in esteem, but if you 
laugh at us, then we will never see each other again." 
With those words, the tomte left the room. When he 
had gone, the young maiden threw his gift into the oven and went 
to bed. But the following morning when the servant was going 
to build a fire, there lay an ornament of clearest gold with 
such intricate work that no one had ever seen the like. 
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Some years later the maiden was to wed, and the 
wedding preparations were going on for several weeks in splendor 
and stateliness. During the day everything was quiet under the 
floor in the kitchen, but at night a clatter was heard similar 
to that which went on in the house during the day. 
Soon the wedding day arrived. Adorned in crown and 
flowers the bride entered the hall where the guests were assembled. 
During the ceremony, she happened to glance at the stove in the 
corner and saw how the tomtes were gathered to a similar festivity. 
The bridegroom was a little tomte; the bride, the maiden's 
god-daughter, and for that matter everything was done in the 
same manner as the wedding in the hall. 
None of the wedding guests saw what was going on, only 
the bride who couldn 1 t take her eyes from the stove. Later in 
the evening when she again observed the unusual wedding feast, 
she saw one of the tomtes who was serving at the table, fall 
over a thorn bush branch. Forgetting the warning she had received 
She burst into a hearty laugh. At the same moment the vision 
disappeared, and from that time on, no tomte has ever let himself 
be seen at Hellerup. 
Note: In this Halland tale, the old traditions of the people 
have been included, such as baptism, the wedding crown, and 
the strong belief in tomtes. 
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THE BOY WHO COULDNt T TELL A LIE * 
There was once a man who had three sons. When he was 
about to die, it was his wish to divide his estate among them 
all, but being old and weak, he had forgotten how to count. 
Therefore, when he had given each of his elder sons his share, 
he discovered there was nothing left for the youngest. 
"Dear Sven," he said to his youngest son, "this is a 
fine how-do-you-do! I have given your brothers all I possess 
and now I have nothing left to give you except my blessing and 
a pair of old mittens." 
"Don 1 t worry about that, dear father," replied Sven, 
"I am quite content with my share. A pair of old mittens is a 
good thing to have when the cold nips your fingers and your 
blessing is worth more to me than all the gold in the world." 
So Sven received the mittens and the blessing and after 
that the father died. 
Sven slung his bow across his shoulders, hung his sword 
at his side, and tucked his flute inside his jacket. He put the 
mittens into his pocket and took leave of his brothers wishing 
tham the best of luck. 
Scarcely had he turned his back upon them before the 
brothers began to quarrel over their inheritance, but Sven went 
singing out into the world to prove his luck. "How easy one 
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walks when one goes without a pack and doesn't have so much as 
a two piece coin to weigh one down," thought Sven and was over 
the brook with one bound. 
It was just about spring. All the rivers and brooks 
had thawed out and were flowing down between rocky banks, and 
high up above the tilled fields, the first larks were singing. 
"I can trill too," said Sven, and seating himself upon a stone 
in the middle of the brook, he played his flute; and so near 
flew the birds that they brushed his cap with their wings, and 
the small trout in the stream danced to the tunes he played. 
Whenever he was hungry he would shoot a hare and 
roast it for himself, and if he lost his way in the forest, he 
would make a path for himself with his sword. But in the 
evenings he would play for the dance in the peasants• cottages, 
and get in return a can of ale and a corner of the barn to sleep 
in over night. Whenever he wandered, he hastened along with so 
quick and buoyant a step, and with a face so sunny and bright, 
that the folks who met him would turn round to look at him and 
say, "There t s a merry lad for you. 11 
At last Sven came to the garden of the king 1 s palace, 
and there, on all sides, placards were posted with "Notice" in 
large letters on them stating that the king's Lord High Chamer-
lain was dead and that anyone who wished could apply for the 
position. 
"The best is good enough," thought Sven. "I must try 
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my luck here. 11 , and with that he walked straight into the royal 
hall. There sat the king on his throne, perspiring, and looking 
thoroughly worn out a~ter having interviewed all the many 
applicants. 
Beside him sat the princess on a high narrow throne 
swinging her legs and eating cherries out o~ a silver basket. 
"Good day, your I"la.j esty," said Sven. 
"Good day, Sven," replied the king. "What is your 
errand?" 
"I have come, 11 said Sven, 11 to apply ~or the position 
o~ Lord High Chamberlain to your Majesty," answered Sven. "Anyone 
who wants to has the right to apply. 11 
"Do you think you are also ~it for such a responsible 
position? 11 asked the king stroking his long beard. 
11 I will tell you that when I have had a try at it, II 
said Sven. 
The king looked at the princess and the princess loolced 
at the king, and the princess went on spitting out the cherry 
stones on the carpet. 11You shouldn't do that," said Sven."Tb.ey 
might leave stains." 
11 Tb.at•s none o~ your business," replied the princess 
and continued eating. 
"I see you are an archer," said the king. 11 Can you 
always hit the bull's eye?" 
"I don't know about that, 11 answered Sven. "No one can 
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be sure of what he doesn't know. But at any rate I can shoot 
a cherry stone out of the princess's hand." And the princess 
had to stretch out her flat hand and put a cherry stone on it. 
She would have liked very much to have gotten·out of it but the 
king said, "You've got to do it, no nonsense now, 11 and thereupon 
she held out her hand. Sven bent his bow and away flew the 
arrow and stuck right in the middle of the cherry stone. 
11 0ooon, said the princess who had become quite red in 
the face, nthat was horridl" 
But the king only sat and smiled, then he said, "Well, 
Sven, what about your sword, you can wield that too, I suppose, 
better than anyone else.n 
11 Who can say that?" answered Sven. "Anyone can meet 
his master. n 
"You are an o.dd fellow, n said the king. "All the others 
who have been here have said they could do anything, and you 
declare you can do nothing." 
11No, that I haven't said," answered Sven. "All I say 
is that there is one thing I cannot do. I cannot tell a lie." 
"There, you liealready," said the king. 11 Every man 
might lie in a hasty moment." 
"Well, that is your opinion, 11 replied Sven, "however, 
stick to your royal opinion if you like, only let me stick to 
mine." 
Just at that moment the princess's black cat sprang 
along in front of the throne, whereupon Sven Whipped out his 
short sword and cut orr the very last tuft or hair in the tip 
of the eat's tail. 
"Oh, pussy, 11 said the princess, "what have they done 
to you?" But the cat noticed nothing at all but just went and 
seated himself in the sun and licked his paws. 
And now the k~g caught sight of the flute sticking 
out of Sven's inside breast pocket. "You are a master of that 
instrument, I say." 
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"Larks and chaffinches trill better than I," answered 
Sven. "I cru;l, however, play a bit of a t1.me for you." 
So Sven began to play, and the birds from the garden 
crune flying in through the open windows and perched to listen. 
The cat blinked his eyes as much as to say, 11Not so bad, not so 
bad for a needy-lookin servant. 11 And even the flies on the 
window panes buzzed softly in order to listen to him. But the 
princess sat with a cherry in her hand and her mouth open, 
forgetting to pop the cherry in, so interested was she in 
listening to Sven. When he had come to the end of his last 
trill the princess said, "It was just like hearing the ice melt, 
and the chaffinch twittering, and the trout dancing in the brook." 
"Yes, that was just what I meant it to be," said Sven. 
The princess sat there looking languishingly with tears in her 
eyes, and the king asked Sven, "What do you think or the 
princess, Sven? Is she not beautiful?" 
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11Not bad, 11 answered Sven, 11but I have seen prettier." 
Now this made the princess angry. She got up so 
hastily that the basket of cherries was upset, and away she went 
out of the hall with small hurried steps. 
"You can remain here in my service," said the king. 
"Tonight you shall keep your first watch. But let us first go 
and eat supper. All this business makes me hungry." 
So Sven was allowed to accompany them into the royal 
banquet hall, and he took his place a long way off amongst the 
retainers. All the other attendants and courtiers looked at 
him with contempt because he was not wearing the royal livery, 
but only his shabby, travel-stained clothes, and they contrived 
that everything should be eaten off the dishes when they came 
to where he sat. 
"Well, how does the food taste, Sven? 11 shouted the 
king from his throne. 
11Ask those who eat it," answered Sven. "I only get 
empty glasses and clean platters." 
Thereupon the king piled up a helping for him on his 
own golden platter and sent it down to Sven's place with a cup 
of wine which he had mixed himself. Now Sven ate and drank to 
his heart's content; afterwards he had to follow the king to 
his bed chamber to keep watch outside the door till daybreak. 
11 Be sure to keep yourself awake, 11 said the king, 
11for he who sleeps at his post is a dead man. 11 
The great door leading into the garden was locked, 
and the king took off his crown and gold chains and laid them 
side by side on the table before Sven, then he went into his 
ow.n. apartments. 
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It was not long before Sven heard his royal snores 
disturbing the quiet of the night. Sven stood there like a 
statue and wouldn't even sit down lest he might be tempted to 
sleep. There he stood and thought of every imaginable thing, 
while the night shadows stole across the sky and the stars began 
to twinkle. But just as he was standing there he was overcome 
with drowsiness, the like of which he had never felt before. 
Strange white and pale green sparks danced before his eyes, his 
head became heavy as a cannon ball, and he found it quite 
impossible to stand on his legs. He then tried to keep his eyes 
fixed steadily upon the king 1 s crown upon the table, but as he 
sat and looked at it, it appeared to him to change into the 
most weird shapes. It seemed to become alive and to move and 
crawl about, and all at once he thought it was the princess who 
was sitting there eating cherries, continually spitting the 
cherry stones all the time into his eyes. 11 Stop that," he said 
aloud, and the next moment he was asleep. 
When he awoke, it was early morning. He scarcely 
realized he had slept at all, and he looked around him with 
terror. The king's crown and chains of gold had vanished, and 
the great door leading into the garden stood wide open. Now 
Sven knew that he was a dead man, but when he saw that the 
thieves had lert the great door open, he realized that ir he 
wanted to save his life, he could. But he stood motionless at 
his post so that he might be able to tell the king how it had a 
all happened. "Good morning, Sven," said the king coming out 
of his room, "my crown please." 
"llie crown is gone," Sven answered. 
"Gone1 11 shouted the king, "give me my gold chains." 
"llie chains are gone too," replied Sven. 
"But that is impossible," roared the king. 
"Nothing is impossible, 11 answered Sven. "I slept 
like a dog at my post. 11 
"Don 1 t you know that it means you are a dead man? 11 
asked the king. 11 Why did you not escape when the door was open?" 
"How could you have got hold of me then to chop off 
my head?'' answered Sven. "Now I can go along with you at once. 11 
Just at that moment the princess was on her way out 
for her morning walk; when she saw the king 1 s angry face she 
asked what was the matter. 11 0h, it was only Sven who had slept 
at his post, and now we must go and have his head chopped off," 
said the king. 
But at this the princess began to sob and cry and wring 
her hands, and assure the king that this must have happened 
through some villainous trick, for she was ready to swear that 
Sven could never have slept at his post. 
--------------------------............. 
"You mustn't swear to anything of the kind 11 said 
. , 
Sven, "for if you do, you swear falsely. I have slept, and 
now let us go that it may be over quickly." 
All at once the king said," You are an honest fellow, 
Sven, and now I know you cannot tell a lie. I myself gave you 
a sleeping draught in your wine cup last night, and opened the 
great door to give you an opportunity to escape i:f you wanted 
to, but you chose rather to stay and tell the truth." 
"That was a very shabby trick of yours, your Majesty," 
said Sven. "You ought by right to compensate me for this," and 
he was really angry. 
"Will you take my daughter?" asked the king. "I'll 
wager ten to one, she is dying to have you." 
11 Thank you, very much, your :i1ajesty1 11 answered Sven, 
and took the princess's little white hand which she instantly 
placed in his. 
11 You would like her just as much, I suppose, i:f she 
were a mere beggar maid, wouldn't you? 11 asked the king. 
"Well, I'm not so sure of that, 11 answered Sven, and 
he scratched his head. 11 It is a mighty fine thing to get a real 
princess." 
And so the king had a most ext~avagant and gorgeous 
wedding for Sven and his daughter. The princess was so happy 
that she could not take her eyes from her bridegroom for a 
moment. Every five minutes she would sigh and say, 11 I am so 
very happy. 11 
"I have nothing to give you for a wedding present," 
said Sven. "I inherited two things from my father. The first 
was his blessing, and that was only for me. So I cannot give 
that away. But here is the other - a pair of old woolen 
mittens. These you can have, but you will have to darn them 
yourself, for there are holes in all the fingers." 
Note: This tale is a modern fairy tale reflecting the 
characteristics of the Swedish folk; for instance, truth 
and kindness have their reward. 
43 
THE HARB AND THE FOX * 
It was a severe winter and there was much snow. The 
hare and the fox were friends walking and talking of hard times, 
and about their children not having anything to eat. 
Then Mickel the Fox began sniffing. "I smell new 
baked bread. There comes a girl with a basket. You, hare-hopper, 
are going to lay dow.n as if you were dead. Then she will come, 
pick you up, and I shall take the basket and run away with it. 
So then we will get bread for our children. 11 
11You are clever, you Mickel the Fox," said the hare 
and laid himself down on the road as if dead, and stretched his 
four legs right out. The girl came along and saw the hare. 
"Poor little hare-hopper," she said, "that has frozen 
to death. I will spin yarn from your fur for a pair of warm 
winter mittens." And so She set her basket dow.n in order to 
take him. 
But like a shot, the fox flew up from the ditch, took 
the basket in his mouth and ran his way. And the hare jumped 
up before the girl could really grasp him and ran after the fox. 
The girl, poor thing, stood there baffled and empty-handed. 
And the fox ran and the hare ran, but the fox didn 1 t 
seem to have the desire to stop. Then the hare understood that 
he was being deceived. Just then he saw the river. So he cried, 
"Wait, Ydckel the Fox, wait. We are going to have fish with our 
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bread." And Mickel really stopped. 
"How shall we go about it?" asked Mickel. 
"Yes," said the hare, "you 1>1ickel, you have such a 
splendid tail, you shall put it down the hole in the ice. Soon 
the fish will bite. It will hurt a little, but we will get 
plenty of fish. 11 
Mickel let himself be lured. He stuck his tail down 
the hole and the hare sat beside and watched. 
longer." 
"Now it hurts," said Mickel. 
"Well then they're biting, but sit still a little 
"Now it hurts more than ever," screeched Mickel. 
"Well then, sit still a little longer,"said the hare. 
"Now I can't any longer," said Mickel. 
"Well, pull it up then," said the hare. 
But the tail was frozen fast and Mickel had to sit 
there and howl till the hunter came and shot him. 
The hare hopped home to her children in the forest 
with the bread. 
Note: Mickel is the Swedish name for fox who is sly. All 
Children are very fond of him. This tale was told in the 
province of Vastergotland in 1798. 
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STOMPE PILT* 
At a mere distance £rom Baal Mountain in the parish 
o£ Filkstad, in Willand•s Harad, lies a hill where £ormerly 
lived a giant nrumed Stompe Pilt. 
It happened one day that a goat-herd came that way, 
driving his goats be£ore him up the hill. 
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"Who is there?" demanded the giant rushing out o£ the 
hill with his £lock. 
"I£ you come up here I will squeeze you into bits as 
I do this stone," shrieked the giant, and crushed the stone into 
£ine bits o£ stone between his £ingers. 
"Then I will squeeze water out o£ you as I do out o£ 
this stone," replied the herder taking a new-made cheese £ram 
his bag and squeezing it so that the whey ran between his 
£ingers to the ground. 
"Are you not a£raid?" asked the giant. 
"Not o£ you, 11 replied the herder. 
"Then let us f'ight,n continued Stompe Pilt. 
11 So be it,n responded the goat-herd, "but let us f'irst 
taunt each other so that we will become very angry, f'or taunt-
ing will beget anger, and anger will give us cause to £ight." 
giant. 
"Very well, and I will begin," said the giant. 
"Go ahead, and I will f'ollow you," said the herder. 
"You shall become a crooked nosed troll," cried the 
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"You shall become a flying devil," retorted the 
herder, and from his bow shot a sharp arrow into the body of 
the giant. 
"What was that?" inquired the giant endeavoring to 
pull the arrow from his body. 
"That is a taunt," replied the herder. 
"Why has it feathers?" asked the giant. 
"In order that it may fly speedily," answered the herder. 
11 Why does it stick so fast?" asked the giant. 
"Because is has taken root in your body," was the answer. 
"Have you any more of such?" inquired the giant. 
"There, you have one more," said the herder, and shot 
another arrow into the giant's body. 
11Aj, Aj, 11 shrieked Stompe Pilt, 11 are you not angry 
enough to fight? 11 
"No, I have not yet taunted you enough, 11 replied the 
herder, setting an arrow to his bow string. 
"Drive your goats where you will. I can't endure your 
taunting much less your blows,"shrieked Stompe Pilt and sprang 
into the hil again. 
Thus the herder was the hero because he was brave and 
didn't let himself be frightened by a stupid giant. 
Note: This saga originated in the province of Skane, and is 
a parody of the serious tale of David and Goliath. 
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HALDE HAT* 
At the end of the beautiful valley of Espelund, in 
the parish of Mo, rises a wood covered mountain known as 
Bergasa Mountain. In the distance, it looks like a giant cone, 
three sides presenting frowning precipices, the fourth and 
southern side fortified by a large wall of boulders which is 
said to have surrounded in former times, a king 1 s castle called 
Grimslott. 
Here in times gone by, lived a mountain king named 
Grim. He was, like the rest of his kind, ugly and crafty, and 
robbed mankind of whatever fell in his way. 
For this reason he had two hats, one of which was 
called the Dalde hat and was so possessed, that when the king 
put it on his head, both he and his companions became invisible; 
and the other was called the Halde hat, which had the power of 
making all things plainly visible to the wearer that were before 
invisible. 
It happened during these days that a farmer of 
Grimland, preparing a wedding for his daughter, invited guests 
from far and near to the festivities. Pretending, however, not 
to know the mountain king, he did not invite him. The latter 
apparently took offense at this, but on the wedding day, putting 
his Dalde hat on his head, he set out to the wedding feast, 
followed by all his people except the queen, who was left at 
H a 
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home to watch the castle. 
When the wedding guests sat themselves at the table, 
everything that was brought in vanished, both £ood and drink, 
to the great astonishment of all, as they couldn't understand 
Where it disappeared. But a young peasant suspecting the Trolls 
were at the bottom of it, sprang upon a horse and rode straight-
way to Bergasa Mountain. On the steps stood the mountain queen, 
so beautiful and splendid, who inquired of the rider how things 
were going at the wedding feast at Grimland. 
"The food is salty and the oil is sour, 11 answered he. 
"That stingy farmer has hidden the wine and meat in the cellar 
where no one can find it. Now, your husband sends greetings 
and requests that you give me the Halde hat so that he may be 
able to find the hiding place." 
Without mistrust the queen gave him the enchanted hat, 
whereupon the young peasant hastened back to the festivities. 
Entering the hall, he donned the hat and saw at once the mountain 
king and his followers sitting among the guests, seizing upon 
everything as fast as they were brought in. The peasant drew 
his sword, and commanded the others to do likewise. 
"Stab as I stab and cut as I cut," cried he, and began 
to slash around the table. The other guests followed his example 
and slew the mountain king and all his followers. From that 
time, so says the story, the castle upon Bergasa Mountain has 
been uninhabited. 
Note: It is common knowledge in the North that trolls have two 
hats. This particular version is thought to have come from the 
province of Bohuslln. 
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THE UNHINGED DOOR * 
There was once an old man and an old woman who lived 
in a 11 ttle house. One day the old man was going to market and 
said to the old woman, "You will be good enough to guard the 
house and our treasure." 
11 0h yes," said the old woman and the old man set off. 
During the day two potters came and wanted to sell 
pottery to the old woman. She liked the pottery, but she remem-
bered that she had no money. 
11 0h, 11 said the potter, "you 1re not as poor as all that. 11 
11 Well, I have th'3 treasure under the cattle crib. If 
you want the trouble of digging it up, you can take what you want." 
It sounded right to the potters and they weren't slow in doing 
the old woman's bidding and took all the money. 
The old woman stood there with all her lovely crockery 
wondering What she was going to do with it. She pondered and 
pondered till finally she decided to decorate the fence around 
the house. When her husband came home toward evening and saw 
the finery, he asked his wife what it all meant. 
11My dear, I have bought them today and the potters were 
allowed to take a little of the treasure because I thought the 
pots were so attractive. 11 The old man foreboded evil and soon 
convinced himself that all the money was gone. 
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"Well, now," he said, "we must set out and search for 
the thieves and reclaim our treasure. I will go immediately and 
you can follow, but don't forget to lock the door and take the 
key with you." 
~e old man started off and the old woman thought, 
"Surely it will take some time before we return. 11 She took a pot 
that she filled with water, a kettle and a little lunch. Now 
she was also to lock up carefully as her husband told her to and 
take the key with her. "For security's sake, I will of course 
take the door with me, 11 thought the old woman, and she unhinged 
the door and carried it on her back. Then she began to run to 
catch up with her husband whom she met in the early evening. 
11 What is the meaning of this?" asked the husband. 
"Do you have the door with you?" 
11Yes, I thought it was the safest way. Now I know it 
is securely locked." 
Meantime darkness approached. Both the old man and the 
old woman began to feel tired. 'rhey decided to climb up in a 
leafy tree and spend the night there. The old woman clambered 
up with the pot, the kettle and the door. The old man climbed 
after and they made themselves comfortable for the night. 
They were just dozing when suddenly they saw two men 
sit down under the tree. Shortly one man took out the sack and 
emptied the contents on the ground. The couple saw that it was 
their lost treasure. Now the thieves began to count the money. 
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After a while the old woman thought the water pot was getting 
heavy so she said to her husband, 11 I•m going to empty out 
the water." 
11 Do as you please, " said her husband, because his 
limbs were beginning to ache from sitting. Then his wife 
poured out the water~ The thieves looked up and said, 11 It 
must be the dew falling," and they continued counting money. 
11 The kettle is so heavy," said the woman, and she 
threw it down. The thieves heard a thud and saw a black object 
roll away. 
11 The place must be haunted," they said and continued 
to count, neverthe-less. 
Soon the old woman thought she couldn't stand it any 
longer. She whispered to her husband, "I•ll let down the door. 
for I can•t hold it much longer. Hardly had she said that 
when she let the door down with a mighty noise from the tree. 
But now the two men thought that the very devil was 
loose and became so terrified that they fled neck over head 
and left the treasures. 
The old man and woman climbed down the tree glad at 
the outcome, reclaimed their treasure and plodded homeward. 
Note: Nonsense was often indirectly meant for some one person 
in the village where this story originated. 
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KNOS * 
Once upon a t~e there was a poor widow who found an 
egg under a pile of brush as she was gathering kindlings in the 
forest. She took it and placed it under a goose, and when the 
goose had hatched it, a little boy slipped nut of the shell. 
The widow had him baptized Knos, and such a lad was a rarity; 
for when no more than five years old, he was grown and taller 
than the tallest man. And he ate in proportion, for he would 
swallow a whole batch of bread at a single sitting, and at last 
the poor widow had to go to the commissioner's office for the 
relief of the poor in order to get food for him. But the town 
authorities said she must apprentice the boy at a trade, for he 
was big enough and strong enough to earn his own keep. 
So Knos was apprenticed to a smith for three years. 
For his pay he asked for a suit of clothes and a sword each year; 
a sword of five-hundred weights the first year, one of ten the 
second year, and one of fifteen-hundred weights the third year. 
After he had been with the ~ithy for only a few days, the smith 
was glad to give Knos all three suits and all three swords at 
once, for he smashed all his iron and steel to bits. 
Knos received his suits and swords, went to a knight's 
estate, and hired himself out as a servant. Once he was told to 
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go to the forest to gather firewood with the rest of the men, 
but sat at the table eating long after the others had driven 
off. When he at last satisfied his hunger and was ready to 
start, he saw the two young oxen he was to drive, waiting for 
him. But he let them stand and went into the forest, seized the 
two largest trees growing there, tore them out by the roots, 
took one tree under each arm and carried them back to the estate. 
He got there long before the rest, for they had to chop down the 
trees, saw them, and load them on the carts. 
On the following day Knos had to thresh. First he 
hunted for the largest stone he could find, rolled it around on 
the grain, so that all the kernels were loosened from the ears. 
Then he had to separate the grain from the chaff. So he made a 
hole in each side of the roof of the barn, and stood outside and 
blew, and the chaff and straw flew out into the yard, and the 
grain remained lying in a heap on the floor. His master happened 
to come along, laid a ladder against the barn, climbed up and 
looked down into one of the holes. But Knos was still blowing, 
and the wind caught his master, and he was ne§rly killed by 
falling on the pavement of the court. 
"He 1 s a dangerous fellow, 11 thought his master. "It 
would be a very good thing to be rid of him, otherwise he might 
do away with all of them; and besides he ate so that it was all 
one could do to keep him fed." So he called Knos in and paid 
him for the full year, provided that he leave. Knos agreed 
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but said he must first have adequate provisions for his journey. 
So he was allowed to go into the store-house himself, 
and there he hoisted a flitch of bacon on each shoulder, slid a 
batch of bread under each arm and took off. But his master set 
the vicious bull on him. Knos, however, grasped him by the horns, 
and flung him over his shoulder, and went off. Then he came to 
a thicket Where he slaughtered the bull, roasted him and ate him 
together with a batch of bread. And when he had done this, he 
had about taken the edge off his hunger. 
Then he came to the king 1 s court where great sorrow 
was apparent, because once upon a time, when the king was out 
sailing at sea, a sea troll had called up a terrible tempest, 
so that the ship was ready to sink. In order to escape with his 
life, the king had to promise the sea troll to give him whatever 
first came his way when he reached shore. The king thought his 
hunting dog would be the first to come running to meet him as 
usual; but instead his three young daughters came rowing out to 
meet him in a boat. This filled the king with grief, and he 
vowed that whoever delivered his daughters should have one of 
them for a bride, which ever one he might choose. But the only 
man who seemed to want to earn the reward was a tailor named 
Red Peter. 
Knos was given a place at the king 1 s court, and his 
duty was to help the cook. But he asked to be let off on the 
day the troll was to come and carry away the oldest princess, 
56 
?04 they were glad to let h~ go; for when he had to rinse the 
king 1 s dishes he broke the king's gold and silver vessels, and 
when he was told to bring firewood, he brought in a whole wagon 
load at once, so that the doors flew from their hinges. 
The princess stood on the seashore and wept and wrung 
her hands; for she could see what she had to expect. Nor did 
she have much confidence in Red Peter, who sat on a willow stump 
with a rusty sabre in his hand. Then Knos came and tried to 
comfort the princess as well as he could, and asked her if she 
wotlld comb his hair. Yes, he might lay his head in her lap, and 
she combed his hair. Suddenly there was a dreadful roaring out 
at sea. It was the troll who was coming and he had five heads. 
Red Peter was so frightened that he rolled off his willow stump. 
"Knos, is that you?" cried the troll. "Yes," said Knos. 
11Haul me up on shore," said the troll. nLay out the cable," 
said Knos. Then he hauled the troll ashore; but he had his 
sword or five-hundred weights at his side, and with it he 
Chopped off all five of the troll's heads and the princess was 
free. But when Knos had gone off, Red Peter put his sabre to 
the breast of the princess, and told her he would kill her unless 
she said he was her deliverer. 
Then came the turn of the second princess. Once more 
Red Peter sat on the willow stump with his rusty sabre, and Knos 
asking to be let off for the day, went to the seashore and begged 
the princess to comb his hair, which she did. Then along came 
the troll, and this time he had ten heads. 11Knos, is that 
you?" asked the troll. 11Yes, 11 said Knos. "Haul me ashore," 
said the troll. "Lay out the cable," said Knos. And this 
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time Knos had his sword of ten-thousand weights at his side, 
and he cut off all ten heads of the troll. And so the second 
princess was freed. But Red Peter held his sabre at her breast 
and forced her to say that he had delivered her. 
Now it was the turn of the youngest princess. When 
it was time for the troll to come, Red Peter was sitting on the 
willow stump, and Knos came and begged the princess to comb his 
hair; and she did so. This time the troll had fifteen heads. 
11Knos, is that you'l 11 asked the troll. "Yes," said Knos. "Haul 
me ashore," said the troll. 11 Lay the cable," said Knos. But 
the fifteen-thousand weights were hal~ an ounce short ~d the 
heads grew on again and the troll took the princess and carried 
her off with him. 
One day as Knos was going along, he met a man carrying 
a church on his back. "You are a strong man, you are," said 
Knos. 11No, I am not strong," said he, "but Knos at the king 1 s 
court, he is strong, for he can take steel and iron and weld 
them together with his hands as though they were clay." "Well, 
I am the man of whom you are speaking, 11 said Knos. "Come, let 
us travel together." And so they wandered on. 
Then they met a man who carried a mountain of stone on 
his back. "You are strong, you are," said Knos. "No, 1 1m not 
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strong," said the man with the mountain of stone, "but Knos of 
the king's court, he is strong; for he can weld together steel 
and iron with his hands as if they were clay." "Well, I am 
that Knos, come let us travel together,"said Knos. 
Knos took them for a sea trip; but I think they had 
to leave the church and the mountain of stone on the shore. 
While they were sailing they grew thirsty and pulled up along 
an island, and there on the island stood a castle to which they 
decided to go and ask for a drink. 
First the man with the church went, and when he 
entered the castle there sat the troll with the princess on his 
knee and she was very sad. He asked for something to drink. 
"Help yourself, the goblet is on the. table," said the troll. 
But he got nothing to drink, for though he could move the 
goblet from its place, he. could not raise it. 
Then the man with the mountain of stone went into 
the castle and asked for a drink. "Help yourself,. the goblet 
is on the table," said the troll. And he got nothing either, 
for though he could move the goblet, he could not raise it. 
Knos himself went into the castle and the princess 
was full of joy and leaped down from the troll's lap when she 
saw it was he. Knos asked for a drink. "Help yourself, 11 said 
the troll, "the goblet is on the table." And Kn.os took the 
goblet and emptied it at a single draught. Then he hit the 
troll across the head with the goblet so that he rolled from 
the chair and died. 
Knos took the princess back to the royal palace. 
Oh, how happy everyone was ! The other princesses recognized 
Knos again for they had woven silk ribbons into his hair when 
they had combed it. But he could only marry one of them, 
whichever one he preferred, so he chose the youngest. And 
When the king died, Knos inherited the kingdom. 
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As for Red Peter, he had to go into the nail barrel. 
And now you know all that I know. 
Note: Knos is one of those heroes of gigantic build, loved 
by the North, who, even when he eats, accomplishes deeds 
such as the old Norsemen told about their god, Thor. 
The motiv of the goblet with which the hero slays the giant, 
has probably been taken from the "Gottsagen der Edda." 
PETER AND THE IviASTER oi" 
Peter was going to the master. 
11 Good day, master." 
11 Thank you, Peter. 11 
11 I was going to ask if master would sew a pair of 
pants for me. I have with me four ells of homespun cloth. 
When '\vill they be ready?" 
11 On Sunday. " 
11 Good-bye, master. 11 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
The week passed and Sunday came, and Peter came. 
11 Good day, master. 11 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
11 I vrould ask if my pants are ready • 11 
11 Oh, Peter, the pants came to nothing." 
11 What did you make then, l'Jf.aster?n 
" A jacket." 
11 When will it be ready?" 
11 On Sunday. 11 
11 Good-bye, master." 
" Thank you, Peter." 
The week passed and Sunday came, and Peter came. 
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11 Good day, master." 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
11 Is my jacket ready?" 
" Oh, Peter. It didn't turn out to be a jacket." 
11 What did it turn out to be, then, master?" 
11 A vest." 
11 When will it be ready?" 
11 On Sunday. 11 
11 Good-bye, master." 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
The week passed and Sunday came, and Peter came. 
11 Good day, master." 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
11 I was going to ask if my vest is ready. 11 
11 Oh Peter, it didn't turn out to be a vest." 
" What is it then?n 
11 A mitten." 
11 When will it be ready?" 
11 On Sunday." 
11 Good-bye, master." 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
The week passed and Sunday came, and Peter came. 
11 Good day, master." 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
11 Is my mitten ready?n 
11 Oh Peter, it didn't turn out to be a mitten." 
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11 What is it then, master?u 
" A thumb of a mitten." 
11 When will it be ready?" 
11 On S1mday. u 
11 Good-bye, master. 11 
11 Thank you, Peter." 
The week passed and Sunday came, and Peter came. 
11 Good day, master." 
" Thank you , Peter ... 
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11 I was going to ask if my thumb of a mitten was ready. " 
11 Oh Peter, it didn't turn out to be a thumb of a mitten. 11 
n What is it then ? 11 
" Nothing." 
Nothing from four ells of homespun cloth 1 No pants, 
no jacket, no vest, no mitten, no thumb of a mitten from four 
ells of homespun cloth. And then Peter and the master started 
to fight. 
Note: Repetition sometimes makes a story very interesting. 
This tale was told by a doctor in the province of Halland 
in 1854. It points out the fact that patience, a Swedish 
characteristic has its limits. 
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NACK1:5N i~ 
To a farm in Smaland, came a man one day with a fiddle 
under his arm looking for work as a servant. For payment, he 
asked nothing more than a rusty and useless old scythe that was 
wedged securely in the barn wall. The farmer thought that it 
was a good bargain and gave a quick, "Yes," in reply. 
The servant had a well shaped face, but he was a man 
of few words, melancholy, and not very strong to work. He always 
kept his cap on, even if it was ever so warm in the house, and 
gladly pulled it down over his eyes. If holy candles burned on 
the table, he never looked up, but sat leaning over his plate. 
In that way he could listen to all that was said by the hours, 
with deep devotion as if human words were the most desired treasure. 
He became most attentive when one of the monks came to visit from 
the adjacent monastary. 
11 A good deed," the monk used to say, 11 is a joy above 
all joys and a whiff from eternal bliss." 
When it was Christmas and the hay was strewn over the 
floor, the farmer sat at the table with his family around the 
trinity candle lights. The poor wanderers knocking at the door 
were led friendlier than usual toward mealtime that night, and 
there were many people in the cottage. 
Toa, the daughter, barefooted, dressed in a medium 
blue skirt with so many small tongues and balls of silver on 
the blouse that it jingled with every quiet step in the deep hay, 
i~ von Heidenstam, Verner, Laseboker for Sveriges Barndomskolar-
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carried in the porridge. When she was going to serve the servant 
she said, 11 Though you have a fiddle with you, you never let us 
hear you play it. Now I will go after your fiddle, and you 
shall play a Christmas hymn. One becomes so glad and joyful 
when one can hear music. 11 
He leaned even further over his plate and mumbled with 
an indistinct voice, 11 I wish you better, Toa, you don't understand 
that it would bring sorrow which you could never endure." 
She still wanted to fetch the fiddle, but just then 
the farmer arose and drank the first bowl to God's honor, an 
old custom. The farmer drank a little from the mug, so did his 
wife and daughter, in the same way, and then let it pass on to 
the next one. When it came to the other end of the table where 
the servant sat, they noticed that he turned pale and set the 
mug down without touching the mead. 
" Uncover your head, man, and drink to the honor of 
God 111 shouted the farmer in anger and went toward the servant 
and snatched the cap off his head. When the hair fell out over 
his shoulders, it appeared to be as green as sea-weed. 
Several times the servant tried to guide the mug to 
lips, but his hand fell down poerless so that the mug rang 
against the table's edge. He looked up pleadingly toward the 
farmer, and cast a downward look when the light struck his eyes. 
He could no longer conceal that they were changeable. Sometimes 
they were flashing green as deep water and sometimes white. 
But an unspeakable despair, that was revelaed in them, no one 
had ever seen before. Without any word of farewell, he turned 
with a long sigh and want his way moaning, "Isn 1 t there any 
release for me? I have lost eternal salvation." 
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Everyone in the cottage felt strange and the farmer 
said, "There was a water spirit from the river down in the 
meadow. Now I begin to understand. Iron protects against 
sorcery, and that was why he wanted to serve a whole year with 
a rusty scythe. He thought he could place it across his breast 
so that it would soothe his torment. Holy Virgin, protect my 
estate that has housed such a guest. 11 
No one wanted to really taste the nice Christmas 
porridge that night, but each one retired early. 
Toa liked the stranger very much, because he was 
always quiet and didn 1 t go off to parties at the other farms. 
The fiddle was the only thing he owned and he was very 
careful about it. Therefore, he had left it with Toa for safe 
keeping. When she went to the loft to retire, she opened the 
clothes chest and took out the fiddle. It was made of shining 
wood, and she picked at the three strings a few times. Immediately 
there was a stir in the air. Frightened, she wrapped the fiddle 
in a lambskin that was spread out over the clothes and hid it 
again in the chest. Between the shrunken birch bark shingles 
on the roof, she could look out into the Christmas night. It 
was as gray as lead though the trees stood laden with snow and 
a voice whispered down from the bushes, 11 Did you suspect, child, 
that I have longed to be like a human being in order to go about 
being redeemed 1 Toa, give me again my only comforter 1 11 
But she hardened her heart and answered, n What you have left 
to me, condemned and malicious spirit, I think to keep. Go 
your \vay, N acken. n 
She heard that he sighed and the creaking steps 
disappeared toward the river. About morning all the peopl~ on 
the farm went down to the shore and threw stones in a curve in 
the air so that they fell into the water with a whizzing and 
plunging sound. It is called "binding the water spirit" -
Nacken. Toa locked the clothes chest and carried the key. 
When summer came again and the first harvest was 
reaped, the farmer had a gathering for all who had helped with 
the work. Toa stood in her blue dress in the meadow. 11 Ye 
saints, what a lovely sunshine," she cried out and clapped her 
hands together. n Only a fiddler is lacking here." 
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All around, there were glittering leaves. Birch and 
hazel, alder and mountain ash, juniper and spruce, lingonberry 
twigs and ferns, and the juiciest grass and the greenest moss -
all trembled in the light under a net of small, light, crocheted 
shadows. She ran to the loft, took the fiddle and hurried to 
the barn. There she stepped up on a firkin. As she then placed 
the bow on the strings, it started to jump and play by itself. 
11 What are you doing?" scolded the mother. 
" It's the elf dance you are playing. When you come 
to the eleventh change in the game, nothing can withstand any 
longerl 11 
More was the old one unable to say fop she already 
set her wrinkled hands to her sides and swung around so that 
her skirt dusted the ground. 
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The fiddle squeaked and whistled, rattled and whined, 
hummed and sang, and the wooden shoes klomped. The whole crowd 
danced, the farmer with his sack of corn in his arms, the 
servants with their woolen caps. Toa•s hand was as if grown 
fast to the bow, and when she came to the tenth change, nothing 
living could be still any longer. The cat danced with his milk 
dish, the watch dog v.lj.th his bone, the cow with its bell, the 
ox with its yoke. And out on the road, the horse stopped to 
dance with his rider. But when Toa came to the eleventh change 
then wagons and sleds began to tip, benches and tables, troughs 
and barrels and mugs danced with the firkins twirling round and 
round, out over the bridge and over through the pasture,way 
down to the river side. 
The tears shone on Toa's cheeks, but her lips and 
eyes smiled without her desire. She saw how Nacken ran forth 
under the dark brown water. He looked like a white horse. He 
raised himself up out of the water and was as before. He 
reached his dripping arms out to her and said, u Now, you are 
mine, Toa.u 
She could only see dim glimpses now and then, for all 
the while she was compelled to turn herself around. vfuen she 
set her foot in the water, she saw at a glance a hole under the 
sea-weed where he had his home. There she would sit with him 
without ever lighting a Christmas candle or hear the powerful 
peal of the church bells. Her lips opened several times 
without speaking, but she got out these words in a whisper, 
11 Do you wish me this evil? 11 
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His breast heaved. His arms sank and he turned on his 
side as if searching for something. Finally, he grasped her 
skirt so that she had to stop and he said to her, 11 Call your 
father and tell him to throw the scythe that is in the barn 
with all his might. She did as he requested. When Nacken got 
the scythe, he cut across the strings so that they fell off at 
once. The playing stopped and Toa sat down out of breath in 
the grass holding the fiddle out to him. While he mended and 
tied the strings he said, n No, I cannot wish you ill. I have 
been too long among people. I have learned how they behave in 
order to be redeemed. And blessed do I also want to call it, 
to be able to play on strings that a good person has wept over. 
Now, I know my redeemer lives." With that he dove with his 
fiddle under the water and disappeared. 
Even now, hundreds of years after it happened, at 
night when the river water glistens like silver, a shepherd or 
a home-faring hunter can hear Nacken playing. 
Note: Such a tale as this one may not be adaptable for children. 
Nacken, the water spirit, is a creature like a man without a 
soul, always in search of redemption. The fiddle is his 
magic lure. 
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THE KING•S SON AND PRINCESS SINGORRA * 
There was once a king who ruled a mighty kingdom. He 
was a great king and spent much of his time on board his ship, 
winter and summer. Once, when he was at sea., it happened that 
his ship stopped in mid-ocean and couldn't move forward or 
backwards. But no one knew what it was that stopped the ship. 
The king went to the prow and saw how the water-nymph 
sat on the billows, and now he understood that it was she who 
had stayed the course of his ship. He asked her then, what she 
wanted. 
She answered, "You will not leave this place until you 
promise me the life of the first person you meet on your own 
shore." 
As the king couldn't think of anything to avoid this 
situation, he agreed to the sea-nymph's condition. Immediately 
the ship was afloat, the wind filled her sails, and the king was 
favored with fair weather till he reached his own land again. 
The king had an only son who was fifteen years old and 
who showed great promise. The young prince loved his father 
dearly. Therefore, as soon as he saw the streruners of his 
father's ship, he became overjoyed and ran hurriedly <h wn to 
the shore to bid the king welcome. Then the king became terrified, 1 
~ Hylten-Cavallius and George Stephen, Svenska Folksagor och 
Afventyr. Stockholm, Sweden, 1916. Volume II, p. 103 
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young princess called Singorra who had been there seven long 
years and knew many secret things. The young prince and Singorra 
fell deeply in love with one another, and they pledged their 
troth to each other for the rest of their lives. 
One day the Lady-of-the-Sea had the prince brought 
before her. She said, nr have seen full well that your heart 
is bent upon possessing my maiden Singorra. Now I will give 
you three tasks to perform. If you are successful in accomplish-
ing them, then I will bestow the maiden upon you and allow you to 
return to your friends.. But if you don 1 t do as I command you, 
then you must remain here and serve me the rest of your life." 
The Lady-of-the-Sea brought him to a vast meadow, 
thickly covered with green seaweed. 11 Your first task shall be 
to cut off the grass," she said, "and then replace it, every 
blade on its stem, so that it may thrive and grow again as before, 
but it must all be done today when the sun goes down." With that 
she went her way, and the prince began to mow and mow as fast as 
possible, but before long he saw that he could never finish his 
task. He then seated himself on the meadow and wept bitterly. 
All at once while the prince was weeping, Singorra came walking 
toward him, and asked him why he was so sorrowful. 
The prince answered, "I can do nothing but weep, for 
the Lady-of-the-Sea has ordered me to mow the whole meadow and 
then put every blade of grass on its right stem again. If I 
have not done this before sunset, I shall lose you and every 
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for he knew what a promise he had given to the sea-nymph. He 
therefore turned his eyes on a boar first, and then toward a 
goose that was waddling along the shore, and immediately orde~ed 
the boar to be thrown into the sea, which was quickly done. 
The next day there arose a sudden storm; the seas 
lashed high, and the boar was flung back dead upon the beach 
close to the king 1 s estate, and the king understood by this that 
the sea-nymph was angry. He then ordered the goose to be thrown 
into the sea. But it happened in the same way. A new storm and 
a heavy swell arose, and the waves cast the dead goose up on the 
strand. It was then clear to the king that it was his only son 
that the sea-nymph demanded. But the prince was the apple of 
his father's eye, and he would not have lost him for anything 
in the world. 
So the king finally experienced that no one is stronger 
than his fate. It happened one day that the lad went down to the 
sea shore to play, when suddenly a snow white hand, with golden 
rings on each finger stretched up out of the water, seized the 
prince and pulled him down amid the blue billows. He was thus 
brought through the sea and did not stop until he entered the 
abode of the sea-nymph. Her home, that laid deep dow.n at the 
bottom of the ocean, gl~ered with gold and precious gems, both 
within and without. 
The prince now dwelt in the splendid castle, and there 
he met many other noble and regal children. Among them was a 
other joy in life." 
"I will help you," the maiden answered, "if you 
promise to remain true to me, for never will I prove false to 
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you. u The prince thanked her and promised never to break his word 
with her. 
Singorra then took the sickle and touched the grass, 
and at once the whole meadow lay mowed, and all the little 
blades fell simultaneously to the ground. She touched the grass 
again, and lo, every blade reared itself on its stem, and the 
meadow appeared as before. With this the princess left, but 
the prince went joyfully before his mistress, and told her that 
he had accomplished the task she had commanded him to do. 
The following day the Lady-of-the-Sea again had the 
prince brought before her and said, "I will now set you to 
another task. My stables contain a hundred steeds, but the place 
has not been cleaned within the memory of man. Now you must go 
there and clean the stables. If you have done it before the sun 
goes down, I will keep my promise; if not, then you shall remain 
here and serve me all the days of your life." 
With this she departed and left the prince to himself. 
When he came to the stables, he could well see that he could never 
complete his task. He therefore seated himself and wept bitterly. 
He had not been seated long before Singorra came walking along, 
and asked him why he was so sorrowful. "I can't do anything else 
but weep, for the Lady-of-the-Sea has ordered me to clean her 
stables if I don't want to lose you and all the joys of life, 
but the stables must be cleaned before sunset." 
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"I will help you, if you will promise to remain true 
to me, for never will I prove false to you," said Singorra. 
When the prince vowed he would never love any other 
but her, she went to the stable door, and seizing a golden whip 
which hung on the wall, whipped the steed that stood away in the 
corner farthest from the door. The horse at once tore himself 
loose and began to scrape the ground with his hoofs mntil the 
whole stable was cleaned, and all the hundred steeds neighed and 
stamped with delight. When all was finished the princess went 
away. But the prince stepped joyfully before his mistress and 
told her that he had perfor.med her command. 
On the third day, the Lady-of-the-Sea again had the 
royal heir sur.1moned before her and said, "I will now set you to 
do one more task, and if you can fulfill it, then I will keep 
my word as I have promised; but if you can not do as I tell you, 
then you must remain here and serve me all the days of your life. 11 
Then the prince asked his mistress what she wished. 
11Well," replied she, 11 in my sty I have more than a thousand 
swine, and the sty has not been cleaned for a hundred years; now 
you must clean the pig-sty, and it must be done before sunset." 
With this she brought the prince to a large sty, where there were 
more swine than could be counted, and the filth had accumulated 
into a high mountain, so that no one could pass except by a 
narrow gangway. Then the Lady-of-the-Sea left, thinking that 
the prince would surely never accomplish this task. The lad 
thought the same, and therefore sat down and wept bitterly. 
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Suddenly Singorra came walking along, and asked him 
why he was so sorrowful. When he told her of the Lady-of-the-
Sea 1 s command, she promised to help him if only he promised to 
be faithful, and he promised. 
Then Singorra crossed the narrow bridge cautiously 
until she came to where an old gray boar lay hidden in the mire, 
and she sang: 
"Boar, boar, the sty, pray clean, 
Then the prince is free, I ween." 
Hardly were the words spoken When the boar rushed up, 
ran about the sty, burrowing with his snout and kicking with his 
hoofs, until everything was astir, and he did not cease until 
the whole place was as clean as a hall floor. Then he took to 
flight, and never returned. But the prince was glad and went 
to his mistress to tell her that he had performed her bidding. 
When the Lady-of-the-Sea heard this, she became angry 
and thought she would soon see which was the stronger, her 
craftiness or the prince's fortune. She then pretended to take 
no further notice. Early in the morning she called the prince 
and told him to depart to her sister in order to fetch some 
bridal things. She also handed him a box in which to keep the 
marriage costume. When the prince was ready to start on his 
errand, the fair Singorra came walking toward him. 
• 
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•I hear that you are about to travel, 11 she said, 
"to the water-nymph's sister and I fear we shall never meet 
again, unless you will do as I tell you. Here are two iron 
knives, two iron axes, two woolen caps, and two loaves of bread. 
These you must take with you and give away on the road whenever 
it seems good to do so. But when you have arrived, you must 
take great care to see where you sit down, for in the trolls' 
hall are five chairs of different colors. If you sit in the 
white chair, you will sink to the bottom of the sea, and never 
come up again. If you sit on the red chair, you will burn and 
burn and never grow cold. If you sit on the blue chair, you will 
have a stroke and die, and we shall never meet again. If you sit 
on the yellow chair, you will become despondent and yearn and 
pine away and never be well again. But you may sit down on the 
black chair, for there you will remain unharmed. And," she added, 
here is a silk cushion to place under the snake that twists it-
self on the hall floor. Above all else, do not eat any food, for 
then you will die and never again will I see you." 
The prince thanked her very much for her kind advice, 
bade her farewell, and set out on his journey. When he had 
traveled awhile, he came upon two men who were busy with car-
penters' work. They had only one knife between them, and that 
was bad, for it was made of wood. The prince then remembered 
what Singorra had told him, and took out his two iron knives, 
and gave them to the two men. 
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When the prince had traveled further, he came upon 
two wood-cutters, but their work went slowly, for they had only 
one axe and it was made of wood. The prince then remembered 
the advice of his beloved, and he made each of them a present 
of an iron axe. 
He continued on his journey and came to where two men 
were standing by the wayside grinding a handmill, but a cold 
wind was blowing and the men were bare-headed. The prince then 
thought of Singorra, and he gave a woolen cap to each man. 
He plodded along and came at last to the castle gates. 
There, a wolf and a bear rushed against him, and the wolf opened 
his jaws and the bear roared and wanted to eat him. But the 
prince was not to be afraid. He brought out one of his breads, 
and broke it in two and gave a piece to the wolf and one piece 
to the bear. The wild beasts now shrank back into their dens 
and le~t the road free, and the prince, without any further 
adventure, arrived at the home of the trolls. 
When he entered the castle he was taken before the 
ruling Queen, greeted her from her sister and told of his errand. 
He was well received and the old crone promised to arrange the 
wedding ornaments as requested. She then had a white chair 
placed for him, and asked the prince to rest himself after his 
long journey. But he remembered Singorra 1 s word, and answered 
that he was not tired. Then the Queen set a red chair forward, 
but the prince said that he was able to stand perfectly well. 
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She then had a blue chair carried forward, but the lad would 
not sit down. The same also occurred with the yellow chair, 
and when again asked to seat himself, he went farthest down the 
hall and seated himself on the black chair and said, "It seems 
good to rest a little while." 
The old crone understood by this that he was on his 
guard, but it was not known if she became more friendly for that. 
She now brought out a sausage and asked the prince to eat, 
saying that surely he was hungry after his long journey. The 
prince excused himself, but it didn 1 t help matters. Eat he 
must whether he wanted to or not, he thought. The old crone 
went to arrange for the wedding ornaments, but first she spoke 
to her snake which lay coiled up in a corner of the hall: 
" My own dear snake, 
Guard him, asleep, awake! 11 
When the prince saw the snake twisting himself on the 
hall floor, he remembered Singorra 1 s advise; he therefore went 
up to it, and gently stroking it with his hand, placed the silk 
cushion under his head. This done, the prince stole away into 
the corner of the hall and hid the sausage under the broom, and 
then returned to his seat. Scarcely had he done so when the 
Queen, the crone, returned and asked if he had partaken of the 
food she had given him. · The prince said that he had eaten plenty. 
The old crone then said; 
11 11y own sausage, dear, 
Are you there or are you here?" 
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The sausage answered: 
" On this heap of dust 
I lie, and lie I must." 
The Queen became angry, fetched out the sausage and 
told the prince to be sure to eat it all before she returned, 
whether he liked it or not. With that she left him, but first 
she spoke to the snake: 
11 My own dear snake, 
Watch him, asleep, awake! 11 
The prince now knew not for the life of him where to 
hide the sausage. At last he hit upon the idea of hiding it in 
his bosom. In a little While the crone returned, and again asked 
if he had eaten his fill. The prince answered as before. The 
crone called to the sausage: 
11 My own dear sausage, 
Are you there or are you here?" 
The sausage replied: 
" Here inside I rest and hide. 11 
The old crone felt pleased at this and said; 
11 Art thou in the bosom safe, 
Gnaw the bowels and make them chafe." 
The young prince then received the box with the wed-
ding ornaments, bade farewell to the crone and started homeward. 
But he had only reached the court-yard When the sausage began to 
move under his clothing, and changed into a hideous dragon, which, 
spreading out its wings, flew up into the atr. The prince became 
terrified and sped away as fast as he could. When he came to the 
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castle gate, the old crone called out; 
11 My own bear, catch him, 
To a thousand bits tear and scratch him! n 
At once the bear rushed forward, but the lad took half a bread 
and flung it into the mouth of the beast. The bear then said, 
11 Hungry did I feel, 
Now I have my meal, 11 and trudged off to his den. 
But the prince continued his route, and came to the wolf. 
The troll then called out; 
11 Bite, my wolf, and growl as thunder, 
Tear and rend him all asunder." 
Immediately the wolf ruShed forward and opened his 
jaws, but the prince took the other half of his last bread and 
threw it into the wolf 1 s mouth. The wolf went back to his den 
saying; 
" Hungry did I feel, 
Now I have my meal. n 
Now it seemed best to the young prince not to tarry, 
so he took to his heels and ran off as fast as his legs would 
carry him, and came to two men who were grinding at the handmill. 
The Queen, who was called crone, witch, troll, called out; 
" Ye millers twain, 
Grind him to grain. n 
But When the millers saw who it was, they would not 
harm him, but said, "We must not return evil for good; he gave 
us woolen caps; before, we were bareheaded," and they continued 
to grind without stopping. But the youth ran further away along 
the road, and came to the men who did carpenter's work. The 
watchful old crone called out; 
" Handicraftsmen, bold and true, 
Cut.him small, between you two.n 
When the two men saw who it was, they neither would 
do him any harm but said, "We must not return evil for good. 
Formerly, we had to cut with wooden knives. He gave us iron 
knives," and they went on vd.th their work. But the prince ran 
on and came to the two woodcutters. The witch called out anew; 
" Woodcutters true, 
Chop hin in two. 11 
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The woodcutters, when they saw him, would not harm 
him but said, "We must not return evil for good; before, we had 
wooden axes, but he gave axes of iron. And they began to hew 
faster than before. But the prince ran faster along the road, 
and did not stop until he came to the home of the Lady of the 
Sea. 
The prince stood before his mistress, handed her the 
wedding ornaments and gave her an account of his mission. When 
the Lady of the Sea saw him safe and sound, she was full of 
wrath, but said nothing. Night was drawing near, and people 
were going to bed. Lovely Singorra then came to the prince and 
said, "The old crone is now so angry that we must speedily fly 
away if we hold our lives dear. 11 
" How is that to be managed?tt asked the prince. 11 We 
shall never be able to get away from the queen 1 s home without 
her consent. 11 But Singorra bade him take heart. She would 
find a way if only he would promise to be true to her. The 
young prince promised anew that he would never love anybody in 
the world but her. 
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Singorra asked him then to go down to the stables and 
place the golden saddle on the sable stallion, and the silver 
saddle on the black mare. At midnight they would so depart. 
The prince hastened to do as she had told him; he put 
the golden saddle on the black mare. But Singorra went up into 
the maiden's loft, and twisted some clouts together, making 
three dolls, which she placed, one by the bedside, one in the 
middle of the room, and one on the threshold; then she made a 
little cut on the little finger of her left hand, and allowed a 
drop of blood to fall on each doll, saying, 11 You must answer 
for me when I am away. 11 
At midnight the two royal lovers stole gently down 
into the stable, and mounting their steeds they swiftly sped 
from the dwelling of the Lady of the Sea. Toward morning before 
the early dawn and the cock crew, the Lady of the Sea awoke in 
her chamber and called out; 
11 My own Singorra, love, 
Sleepest thou yet above? 11 
11No, my lady, 11 replied the doll that stood by the bedside. 
After a little while the Lady of the Sea called out; 
" My own Sing orr a, love, 
What do you above?" 
82 
" I am making the fire, my lady," answered the second doll that 
stood in the middle of the floor. 
Again a little time lapsed, and the old crone called 
out a third time, 
11 My own Singorra, love, 
Does the fire burn above?" 
11 Yes, it does, my lady, u replied the third doll that stood at 
the threshold. 
When it became daylight, the Lady of the Sea came her-
self into the maiden's loft, and you may be sure that she was 
not very pleased when she found the room empty and no one there 
except the dolls which stood staring at her. She then ran to 
the stables to look for her steeds and found the two stallions 
missing. She was beside herself with anger and vowed that the 
two fugitives should not evade her punishment. She therefore 
called out to her man servant saying, 11Make haste and saddle my 
own buck that takes a hundred miles a stride; ride off and catch 
everything, both great and small." 
The groom made ready quickly, got on the buck's back 
and darted off like a gale of wind across the billows. 
When Singorra heard the din and noise behind her, she 
knew at once what was afoot. Now she said to the prince, "Listen 
to the howling wind. We must beware, for the water witch's buck 
is abroad. 11 
She therefore transformed herself and the prince into 
two little mice which ran and played along the road. This was 
scarcely done When the servant or the water witch came tearing 
through the air so that it whizzed around him. When he saw the 
two little mice he thought to himself, "Surely my mistress did 
not include those. 11 He rode on until he came to the end of the 
wood and then he turned back without having round anything. 
11 Well, have you found them? 11 asked the water witch 
standing in the courtyard when he returned. 
11 No, •• answered the groom, "I saw nothing except two 
little mice playing by the roadside. 
11 You should have caught them," said the Lady of the 
Sea angrily. u Now turn back and catch all, both great and small." 
The groom mounted the buck and was off like a blast. 
When Singorra heard the din and noise behind her, she understood 
what it was and transformed herself and her beloved into two 
little birds which flitted to and rro in the air. 
When the servant came flying and saw the two little 
birds playing in the air, he thought to himselr, 11 Surely it 
cannot be those which my mistress meant." He rode onward, but 
turned around at last without finding anything. 
11 Well, have you seen them?" asked the Lady of the 
Sea when he returned. 
11 No," answered the servant, 11 I saw nothing except 
two little birds flying in the air. 11 
11 Those were just the ones you should have caught,n 
said the Lady of the Sea, and she became intensely furious. 
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11 Turn back at once and catch everything both great and small." 
The servant again bestrode the ~leet~ooted buck and 
quick as a thought, he was o~~. 
But when Singorra heard the din and noise behind her 
she understood what it was all about. She changed the prince 
and hersel~ into two trees that stood by the wayside. The 
groom, when he Baw the two trees, thought to himsel~, "Surely 
it can not be those two trees that my mistress meant." He 
rode past them and ~inally turned back, disappointed in his 
errand. 
11 Have you found them?" asked the Lady of the Sea when 
he came to her. 
11 No, 11 answered the servant, 11 I saw nothing except 
two trees which stood by the wayside." 
11 They were just the ones you should have taken,n 
said the Lady o~ the Sea. 11 Did I not tell you to take everything 
both great and small? 11 
The old crone was now so angry that she started hersel~ 
on the road to overtake the ~itives. 
Singorra had used her time well, and when the water 
witch had come to the limit o~ her realm, the two royal persons 
were already across the boundary, so now she had no further 
power over them. 
The prince and Singorra journeyed along and at last 
emerged from the sea, not far ~rom the king 1 s domain. When the 
youth recognized his father's abode, he was seized with an 
ardent longing to return home to see how his parents fared. 
Singorra opposed this with all her might for she had a strong 
feeling of how it would end. But the prince pleaded so, that 
at last she yielded to his wishes. He was now to ride forth 
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to the king's castle, but Singorra was to wait his return. 
When they were to part, she said, 11 0ne thing you must promise 
me for all-the love and troth I have shown you, that you speak 
to no one in your father's house, for then you will at once 
forget your word and troth which you have pledged to me. 11 
The prince promised what she asked if he were allowed 
to depart. With that he rode off; but the royal maiden seated 
hersel-f by the roadside and 't-Jept bitterly. 
There was great rejoicing when the prince arrived at 
his father's house. But the prince was so strange. He would 
neither speak nor answer, but prepared to set off again. When 
he rode through the castle gates, the mastiffs came rushing 
against him barking loudly. The prince forgot his promise and 
unwarily cried out, 11 Be off, be off," and in the same moment 
Changed his mind and wishes. He forgot his lady love, and 
everything else, and his past life seemed nothing to him but 
a dream. He returned to his own and was received by all with 
great love and joy. Great rejoicing prevailed throughout the 
king's court, yes, even throughout the whole kingdom because 
the king had regained his own son who had been away so long. 
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MeanWhile Singorra sat waiting for her prince. She 
waited and waited patiently, but no prince came. Then she well 
understood what had happened, and she grieved deeply, and 
withdrew from the high road to a sylvan spring, where She seated 
herself weeping. Towards early morning when the sun arose, there 
came a young girl to fetch water. As she leaned over the spring 
and saw the beautiful image of Singorra reflected in it, she 
was highly delighted and could not but think that she beheld her 
own features. She therefore clapped her hands with joy crying 
out, u What, have I really become so beautiful, then I am not 
fit any longer to sit in the old hut to take care of my blind 
and aged father. 11 With these words, she left her jar and ran 
away. 
Singorra filled the jar with water and went to the old 
man in the hut, and tended him as lovingly as if he had been her 
own father. The old man could not think anything else but that 
it was his own daughter, though it seemed strange to him that 
she so suddenly had changed her behavior. 
In the meantime, a great rumor spread through the 
neighborhood that the blind man's daughter was so beautiful, 
that a fairer creature was nowhere to be seen. This report 
reached the courtiers at the king's castle. They were determined 
to find the truth of the report, which also said that the maiden 
was also as proud as she was beautiful. They now agreed that 
they should, one by one, try to gain her favor. Towards evening 
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the first courtier was to try his fortune. He was off to the 
old man's hut and seated himself. He began chatting with the 
fair maiden and offered to help her in the household. When it 
grew late and the people were ready to retire, the courtier 
would not leave but asked to remain for the night. 
Singorra pretended that she had nothing against his 
staying, but suddenly she exclaimed, 11 Oh, dear me, I have 
forgotten to pull the damper closed in the stranger's room and 
the cold night air will get in through the flue." The courtier 
was ready at once, and offered to do it for her, for whi_ch she 
thanked him, and said, 11 Tell me when you have hold of the 
handle. 11 11 Now I hold it, 11 answered the courtier. The princess 
then called out; 
n Damper, hold the man, and man, hold the damper, 
All to the light of day.u 
The courtier was now in a fix, for he could neither 
move one way nor another, but was left pulling the damper all 
night through. When day came, he was free, and stole crestfallen 
home to the king's castle; and no wonder he would not relate how 
very humiliating his venture had ended! 
The next evening, the second courtier was to try his 
luck. He therefore was off to the old man's hut, seated himself 
beside the maiden and said many sweet words. When it became 
late and people were about to retire, the courtier asked if he 
might remain for the night. 
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The maiden granted the request and appeared to be 
very friendly, but suddenly she said, 11 It 1 s true that I have 
forgotten to close the door of the stranger's bedroom, and it 
will be very cold d:uring the night. 11 The courtier was ready at 
once, and offered to close it in her stead. The maiden thanked 
him and said, 11 Tell me when you have hold of the lock." 
u I have it now," answered the courtier. The princess 
then called out; 
11 Lock, hold the man, and man, hold the lock, 
All to the light of day." 
The courtier was now attached to the door, and was 
kept there pulling and pulling all night until daybreak. Then 
he was free, and stole home dejected to the king 1 s castle. But 
he took great care that no one should get to know what adventures 
had befallen him. 
The third evening the last courtier went to try his 
fortune. He therefore started off to the old man' hut, and 
seating himself beside the young maiden, praised her beauty in 
words such as women like to hear about their comeliness. The 
princess pretended that she was listening to his talk, and 
appeared to be very friendly. When people began to retire for 
the evening, the courtier would not leave on any account, but 
prayed that he might be allowed to remain, and Singorra granted 
his request. But suddenly she cried, 11 Oh, I remember now, I 
haven't put the calf in the cowhouse, and that must be done. 11 
The courtier was ready to help her. "No," said Singorra, 
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"the calf is difficult to catch; tell me, however, when you have 
got hold of him. 11 
11 Well, now I have him," answered the courtier, as he 
seized the calf by the tail. The princess called out; 
11 Calf, hold man, and man, hold calf, 
And scamper o•er hill and scamper o'er dale, 
All to the light of day." 
Now a funny jog-trot began, for the calf scampered 
off, over hill and dale, and the courtier was forced to follow 
with his hands stuck to the calf's tail. So they scampered 
away during the whole night until the sun arose, when the 
courtier was so exhausted that he could hardly move. He managed, 
however, to crawl back to the king's court, and thought it would 
be a shame for him if it were known how his adventure had ended. 
It happened that the prince went out drivi~g with his 
young bride, and they arrived at the hut where Singorra sat with 
the old blind man. When they were about to drive on, the horses 
became restless, broke the shaft, kicked in the chariot, and ran 
away, so that no one could catch them. Everybody was excited, 
and much consultation took place about how the young people were 
to get back to the palace. But the three courtiers looked at 
each other and one spoke up and said, 11 I know .full well where 
we can get a new shaft. In this hut lives a maiden; if she will 
lend us the damper-handle which lays along the rafters, I am 
sure it would do for a shaft to the chariot." 
The second courtier added, 11 I know full well how we 
' 
can mend the chariot. If the girl will lend us the door of 
the hut, I am sure it will fit in." 
11 The worst will be to get horses," continued the 
third courtier, "but if the maiden will lend us her calf, I 
am sure it is strong enough to draw the whole chariot, were it 
ever so heavy." 
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Since no better counsel was to be had, the prince sent 
a messenger to the maiden to ask if she would lend him the 
damper-handle, the hut door, and the calf. 
To this she consented, on one condition, that she 
might be invited to the prince's wedding, which was granted her. 
The damper-handle was now used for a chariot shaft, and fitted 
exactly. The door was laid in the bottom of the chariot and 
fitted perfectly. The calf was harnessed to the vehicle, and 
the prince and his bride returned to the castle with joy and 
comfort. 
Soon the wedding day arrived and Singorra clad herself 
in a garment wrought with silk, and adorned herself with precious 
jewels, and went ~o the king's castle. Her robes shon~ with the 
purest gold in every seam, and she was herself so beautiful, that 
everyone considered her in amazement and believed she was the 
daughter of a king. Then all the wedding guests seated themselves 
at the table and each one watched the strange maiden to see what 
she might do. As time passed, Singorra produced a small box in 
which were three small birds and three grains of gold, and 
when the maiden opened the lid, out hopped the birds and flew 
across the table to where the bridegroom was sitting. They 
each held a little grain of gold in their beaks except the 
last bird that had forgotten his grain. Then said the other 
two birds, " Look, now you have forgotten your golden grain, 
like the young prince who forgot Singorra. 11 
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At this instant, a light as it were, broke upon the 
prince, and he knew at once his betrothed, and remembered how 
he had broken his plighted troth to her. He now sprang up from 
the table, and folded the beautiful Singorra to his heart 
exclaiming, 11 You and none other will I have in this world for 
my wife, for you are my only true betrothed. 11 This caused a 
great stir, and the guests looked in wonder at each other. The 
prince then related how all had come to pass, from the day he 
had fallen into the power of the Lady of the Sea and what great 
kindness Singorra had shown him. 
And so it ended that the foreign princess was sent 
back to her home with a great retinue and many honors. But 
the young princ~ celebrated his wedding with fair Singorra and 
the festivities lasted at least seven days. And if they haven't 
come to an end yet, the loving cup is still passed around to 
this very day. 
Note: This story is a real fairy tale with all the magic and 
variation that a story teller of old and long ago could 
possibly think of;holding the attention of the reader. 
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